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PREFACE

The ‘material in this volume originally ap-
peared in The Bookman, 1917-1918. It is now
published with much addition and revision.

The Great War has had a stimulating effect on
the production of poetry. Professional poets
have been spokesmen for the inarticulate, and a
host of hitherto unknown writers have acquired
reputation. An immense amount of verse has
been written by soldiers in active service. The
Allies are fighting for human liberty, and this
Idea is an inspiration. It is comforting to know
that some who have made the supreme sacrifice
will be remembered through their printed poems,
and it is a pleasure to aid in giving them public
recognition. 4

Furthermore, the war, undertaken by Germany
to dominate the world by crushing the power of
Great Britain, has united all English-speaking
people as nothing else could have done. In this
book, all poetry written in the English language
is considered as belonging to English literature.

It should be apparent that I am not a sectarian
in art, but am thankful for poetry wherever I find
it. T have endeavored to make clear the artistic,
intellectual, and spiritual significance of many of

x1
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our contemporary English-writing poets. The
difficulties of such an undertaking are obvious;
but there are two standards of measure. One is
the literature of the past, the other is the life
of today. I judge every new poet by these.
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THE ADVANCE OF ENGLISH POETRY
IN THE TWENTIETH CENTURY

CHAPTER 1

SOME CONTRASTS—HENLEY, THOMPSON, HARDY,
KIPLING

Meaning of the word “advance”’—the present widespread in-
terest in poetry—the spiritual warfare—Henley and Thompson
—Thomas Hardy a prophet in literature—The Dynasts—his
atheism—his Iyrieal power—Kipling the Vietorian—his future
possibilities—Robert Bridges—Robert W. Service.

Although English poetry of the twentieth cen-
tury seems inferior to the poetry of the Victorian
epoch, for in England there is no one equal to Ten-
nyson or Browning, and in America no one equal
to Poe, Emerson, or Whitman, still it may fairly be
said that we can discern an advance in English po-
etry not wholly to be measured either by the calen-
dar and the clock, or by sheer beauty of expression.
I should not like to say that Joseph Conrad is a
greater writer than Walter Scott; and yet in The
Nigger of the Narcissus there is an intellectual
sincerity, a profound psychological analysis, a
resolute intention to discover and to reveal the
final truth concerning the children of the sea, that
one would hardly expect to find in the works of the

wonderful Wizard. Shakespeare was surely a
1
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smaller minds; whereas the masterpieces of po-
etry, drama and fiction cannot be revised, because
they are always true. - The latest edition of a work
of science is the most valuable; of literature, the
earliest. '

Apart from the natural and inevitable advance
in poetry that every year witnesses, we are liv-
ing in an age characterized both in England and
in America by a remarkable advance in poetry as
avital influence. Earth’s oldest inhabitants prob-
ably cannot remember a time when there were so
many poets in activity, when so many books of
poems were not only read, but bought and sold,
when poets were held in such high esteem, when so
much was written and published about poetry,
when the mere forms of verse were the theme of
such hot debate. There are thousands of minor
poets, but poetry has ceased to be a minor subject.
Any one mentally alive cannot escape it. Poetry
is in the air, and everybody is catching it. Some
American magazines are exclusively devoted to the
printing of contemporary poems; anthologies are
multiplying, not ‘‘Keepsakes’’ and ‘‘Books of
Gems,”’ but thick volumes representing the
bumper crop of the year. Many poets are reciting
their poems to big, eager, enthusiastic audiences,
and the atmosphere is charged with the melodies
of ubiquitous minstrelsy.

The time is ripe for the appearance of a great
poet. A vast audience is gazing expectantly at
a stage crowded with subordinate actors, waiting
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public estimation, is a Hero; that no one has to
apologize either for reading or for writing verse.
An age that loves poetry with the passion char-
acteristic of the twentieth century is not a flat or
materialistic age. We are not disobedient unto
the heavenly vision.

In the world of thought and spirit this is essen-
tially a fighting age. The old battle between the
body and the soul, between Paganism and Chris-
tianity, was never so hot as now, and those who
take refuge in neutrality receive contempt. Pan
and Jesus Christ have never had so many enthu-
siastic followers. We Christians believe our
Leader rose from the dead, and the followers of
Pan say their god never died at all. It is sig-
nificant that at the beginning of the twentieth céen-
tury two English poets wrote side by side, each
of whom unconsciously waged an irreconcilable
conflict with the other, and each of whom speaks
from the grave today to a concourse of followers.
These two poets did not ‘‘flourish’’ in the twen-
tieth century, because the disciple of the bodily
Pan was a cripple, and the disciple of the spirit-
ual Christ was a gutter-snipe; but they both lived,
lived abundantly, and wrote real poetry. I refer
to William Ernest Henley, who died in 1903, and
to Francis Thompson, who died in 1907.

Both Henley and Thompson loved the crowded
streets of London, but they saw different visions
there. Henley felt in the dust and din of the city
the irresistible urge of spring, the invasion of the
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spirited poems deals affectionately with our
Southern Confederate soldiers, in the last days of
their hopeless struggle. His most famous lyric
is an assertion of the indomitable human will in
the presence of adverse destiny. This -trumpet
“blast has awakened sympathetic echoes from all
sorts and conditions of men, although that creed-
less Christian, James Whitcomb Riley, regarded
it with genial contempt, thinking that the philoso-
phy it represented was not only futile, but dan-
gerous, in that it ignored the deepest facts of
human life. He once asked to have the poem read
aloud to him, as he had forgotten its exact words,
and when the reader finished impressively

I am the Master of my fate:
I am the Captain of my soul—

““The hell you are,’’ said Riley with a laugh.

‘Henley is, of course, interesting not merely be-
cause of his paganism, and robust worldliness; he
had the poet’s imagination and gift of expression.
He loved to take a familiar idea fixed in a familiar
phrase, and write a lovely musical variation on
the theme. I do not think he ever wrote anything
more beautiful than his setting of the phrase
““Over the hills and far away,’’ which appealed to
his memory much as the three words ‘‘Far-far-
away’’ affected Tennyson. No one can read this
little masterpiece without that wonderful sense of
melody lingering in the mind after the voice of
the singer is silent.
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the seas of passion, as well as over the seas that
ebb and flow with the salt tides. . . . For, from a
sensitive correspondence with environment our
race has passed into another stage; it is marked
now by a passionate desire for the mastery of life
—a desire, spiritualized in the highest lives, ma-
terialized in the lowest, so to mould environment
that the lives to come may be shaped to our will.
It is this which accounts for the curious likeness in
our today with that of the Elizabethans.”’

As Henley was an Elizabethan, so his brilliant
contemporary, Francis Thompson, was a ‘‘meta-
physical,’”” a man of the seventeenth century.
Like Emerson, he is closer in both form and spirit
to the mystical poets that followed the age of

. Shakespeare than he is to any other group or
school. One has only to read Donne, Crashaw,
and Vaughan to recognize the kinship. Like these
three men of genius, Thompson was not only pro-
foundly spiritual—he was aflame with religious
passion. He was exalted in a mystical ecstasy,
all a wonder and a wild desire. He was an in-
spired poet, careless of method, careless of form,
careless of thought-sequences. The zeal for God’s
house had eaten him up. His poetry is like the
burning bush, revealing God in the fire. His
strange figures of speech, the molten metal of his
language, the sincerity of his faith, have given
to his poems a persuasive influence which is be-
ginning to be felt far and wide, and which, I be-
lieve, will never die. One critic complains that the
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If I ascend up into heaven, thou art there; if I make my bed
in hell, behold, thou art there.

If I take the wings of the morning, and dwell in the uttermost
parts of the sea;

Even there shall thy hand lead me, and thy right hand shall
hold me.

The highest spiritual poetry is not that which
portrays soul-hunger, the bitterness of the weary
search for God; it is that which reveals an in-
tense consciousness of the all-enveloping Divine
Presence. Children do not seek the love of their
parents; they can not escape its searching, eager,
protecting power. We know how Dr. Johnson
was affected by the lines

Quserens me sedisti lassus
Redemisti erucem passus
Tantus labor non sit passus.

Francis Thompson’s long walks by day and by
night had magnificent company,. In the country,
in the streets of London, he was attended by sera-
phim and cherubim. The heavenly visions were
more real to him than London Bridge. Just as
when we travel far from those we love, we are
brightly aware of their presence, and know that
their affection is a greater reality than the scen-
ery from the train window, so Thompson would
have it that the angels were all about us. They do
not live in some distant Paradise, the only gate
to which is death—they are here now, and their
element is the familiar atmosphere of earth.
Shortly after he died, there was found among
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Yea, in the night, my Soul, my daughter,
Cry, clinging heaven by the hems:

‘And lo, Christ walking on the water,
Not of Gennesareth, but Thames!

Thompson planned a series of Ecclesiastical
Ballads, of which he completed only two—Lilium
Regis and The Veteran of Heaven. These were
found among his papers, and were published in
the January-April 1910 number of the Dublin Re-
view. Both are great poems; but Lilium Regis
is made doubly impressive by the present war.
With the clairvoyance of approaching death,
Thompson foresaw the world-struggle, the tempo-
rary eclipse of the Christian Church, and its ulti-
mate triumph. The Lily of the King is Christ’s
Holy Church. I do not see how any one can read
this poem without a thrill.

LILIOM REGIS

O Lily of the King! low lies thy silver wing,

And long has been the hour of thine unqueening;

And thy scent of Paradise on the mght-wmd spills its sighs,
Nor any take the secrets of its meaning.

O Lily of the King! I speak a heavy thing, ~

O patience, most sorrowful of daughters!

Lo, the hour is at hand for the troubling of the land,

And red shall be the breaking of the waters.

Sit fast upon thy stalk, when the blast shall with thee talk,
With the mercies of the king for thine awning;

And the just understand that thine hour is at hand,

Thine hour at hand with power in the dawning.

‘When the nations lie in blood, and their kings a broken brood,
Look up, O most sorrowful of daughters!
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the volume called Wessex Poems, embellished with
illustrations from his own hand, he challenged
criticism as a professional poet. The moderate
but definite success of this collection emboldened
him to produce in 1901, Poems of the Past and
Present. In 1904, 1906, 1908, were issued suc-
cessively the three parts of The Dynasts, a thor-
oughly original and greatly-planned epical drama
of the Napoleonic wars. This was followed by
three books of verse, Time’s Laughingstocks in
1909, Satires of Circumstance, 1914, and Moments
of Viston, 1917 ; and he is a familiar and welcome
guest in contemporary magazines.

. Is it possible that when, at the close of the nine-
teenth century, Thomas Hardy formally aban-
doned prose for verse, he was either consciously or
subconsciously aware of the coming renaissance
of poetry? Certainly his change in expression
had more significance than an individual caprice.
It is a notable fact that the present poetic revival,
wherein are enlisted so many enthusiastic youth-
ful volunteers, should have had as one of its
prophets and leaders a veteran of such power and
fame. Perhaps Mr. Hardy would regard his own
personal choice as no factor; the Immanent and
Unconscious Will had been busy in his mind, for
reasons unknown to him, unknown to man, least
of all known to Itself. Leslie Stephen once re-
"marked, ‘‘The deepest thinker is not really—
though we often use the phrase—in advance of
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To produce this particular epic required a poet,
a prose master, a dramatist, a philosopher, and
an architect. Mr. Hardy is each and all of the
five, and by no means least an architect. The plan
of the whole thing, in one hundred and thirty
scenes, which seemed at first confused, now ap-
pears in retrospect orderly; and the projection of
the wvarious geographical scenes is thoroughly
architectonie.

If the work fails to survive, it will be because
of its low elevation on the purely literary side.
In spite of occasional powerful phrases, as

‘What corpse is curious on the longitude
And situation of his cemetery!

the verse as a whole wants beauty of tone and
felicity of diction. It is more like a map than a
painting. One has only to recall the extraordi-
nary charm of the Elizabethans to understand
why so many pages in The Dynasts arouse only an
intellectual interest. But no one can read the
whole drama without an immense respect for the
range and the grasp of the author’s mind. Fur-
thermore, every one of its former admirers ought
to reread it in 1918. The present world-war gives
to this Napoleonic epic an acute and prophetic
interest nothing short of astounding. >

A considerable number of Mr. Hardy’s poems
are concerned with the idea of God, apparently
never far from the author’s mind. I suppose he
thinks of God every day. Yet his faith is the op-
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has no touch of contempt for those who still be-
lieve.

I could not prop their faith: and yet
Many I had known: with all I sympathized;
_And though struck speechless, I did not forget
That what was mourned for, I, too, once had prized.

In the next stanza, the poet’s oft-expressed be-
lief in the wholesome, antiseptic power of pessi-
mism is reiterated, together with a hint, that when
we have once and for all put God in His grave,
some better way of bearing life’s burden will be
found, because the new way will be based upon
hard fact.

Still, how to bear such loss I deemed
The insistent question for each animate mind,
'And gazing, to my growing sight there seemed
A pale yet positive gleam low down behind,

‘Whereof, to lift the general night,
A certain few who stood aloof had said,
“See you upon the horizon that small light—
Swelling somewhat?”’ Each mourner shook his head.

And they composed a crowd of whom
Some were right good, and many nigh the best. . . .
 Thus dazed and puzzled ’twixt the gleam and gloom
Mechanically I followed with the rest.:

This pale gleam takes on a more vivid hue in a
poem written shortly after God’s Funeral, called
A Plaint to Man, where God remonstrates with
man for having created Him at all, since Hig life
was to be so short and so futile: '
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solemn adagio movement. At his worst—for like
all poets, he is sometimes at his worst—the truth
of life seems rather obstinately warped. Why
should legitimate love necessarily bring misery,
and illegitimate passion produce permanent hap-
piness? And in the piece, ‘‘Ah, are you digging
on my grave?’’ pessimism approaches a reductio
ad absurdum. '

Dramatic power, which is one of its author’s
greatest gifts, is frequently finely revealed. After
reading 4 Tramp-woman’s Tragedy, one unhesi-
tatingly accords Mr. Hardy a place among the
English writers of ballads. For this is a genuine
ballad, in story, in diction, and in vigour.

Yet as a whole, and in spite of Mr. Hardy’s .
love of the dance and of dance music, his poetry
lacks grace and movement. His war poem, Men
Who March Away, is singularly halting and awk-.
ward. His complete poetical works are interest-’
ing because they proceed from an interesting
mind. His range of thought, both in reminiscence
and in speculation, is immensely wide; his power
of concentration recalls that of Browning.

I have thought sometimes, and thought long and hard. *
I have stood before, gone round a serious thing,
Tasked my whole mind to touch and eclasp it close,

As I stretch forth my arm to touch this bar.

God and man, and what duty I owe both,—

I dare to say I have confronted these
In thought: but no such faculty helped here.

No such faculty alone could help Mr. Hardy to
the highest peaks of poetry, any more than it
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the clouds—and one is not disappointed. It is
perhaps characteristic of the independence of our
author, that steadily preaching pessimism when
the world was peaceful, he should now not he per-
haps quite so sure of his creed when a larger pro-
portion of the world’s inhabitants are in pain than
ever before. One of the fallacies of pessimism
consists in the fact that its advocates often call a-
witness to the stand whose testimony counts.
against them. Nobody really loves life, loves this
world, like your pessimist; nobody is more re-
luctant to leave it. He therefore, to support his
argument that life is evil, calls up evidence which
proves that it is brief and transitory. But if
life is evil, one of its few redeeming features
should be its brevity; the pessimist should look
forward to death as a man in prison looks toward
the day of his release. Yet this attitude toward
death is almost never taken by the atheists or
the pessimists, while it is the burden of many
of the trinmphant hymns of the Christian Church.
Now, as our spokesman for pessimism approaches
the end—which I fervently hope may be afar off
—life seems sweet.

“FOR LIFE I HAD INEVER CARED GREATLY”

For Life I had never cared greatly,
As worth a man’s while;
Peradventures unsought,
Peradventures that finished in nought,
Had kept me from youth and through manhood till lately
Unwon by its style. '
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accompany old age—honour, love, obedience,
troops of friends. '

The last poem in Moments of Vision blesses
rather than curses life.

AFTERWARDS

When the Present has latched its postern behind my tremu-
lous stay
And the May month flaps its glad green leaves like wings,
Delicate-filmed as new-spun silk, will the people say
“He was a man who used to notice such things’?

If it be in the dusk when, like an eyelid’s soundless blink,
The dewfall-hawk comes crossing the shades to alight
Upon the wind-warped upland thorn, will a gazer think,

“To him this must have been a familiar sight”?

If I pass during some nocturnal blackness, mothy and warm,
When the hedgehog travels furtively over the lawn,
Will they say, “He strove that such innocent creatures should
come to no harm,
But he could do little for them; and now he is gone” ?

If, when hearing that I have been stilled at last, they stand at
the door,
Watching the full-starred heavens that winter sees,
Will this thought rise on those who will meet my face no more,
“He was one who had an eye for such mysteries”? )

And will any say when my bell of quittance is heard in the
" gloom,
And a crossing breeze cuts a pause in its outrollings,
Till they rise again, as they were a new bell’s boom,
" “He hears it not now, but he used to notice such things”?

Should Mr. Hardy ever resort to prayer—which
I suppose is unlikely—his prayers ought to be
the best in the world. According to Coleridge, he












RUDYARD KIPLING 31

a distinguished British major-general to prove
that Mr. Kipling has wrought a miracle of trans-
formation with Tommy Atkins. General Sir
George Younghusband, in a recent book, 4 Sol-
dier’s Memories, says, ‘‘I had never heard the
words or expressions that Rudyard Kipling’s sol-
diers used. Many a time did I ask my brother
officers whether they had ever heard them. No,
never. But, sure enough, a few years after the
soldiers thought, and talked, and expressed them-
selves exactly as Rudyard Kipling had taught
them in his stories. Rudyard Kipling made the
modern soldier. - Other writers have gone on with
the good work, and they have between them manu-
factured the cheery, devil-may-care, lovable per-
son enshrined in our hearts as Thomas Atkins.
Before he had learned from reading stories about
himself that he, as an individual, also possessed
the above attributes, he was mostly ignorant of
the fact. My early recollections of the British
soldier are of a bluff, rather surly person, never
the least jocose or light-hearted except perhaps
when he had too much beer.”’

This is extraordinary testimony to the power
of literature—from a first-class fighting man. It
is as though John Sargent should paint an inac-
curate but idealized portrait, and the original
should make it accurate by imitation. The sol-
diers were transformed by the renewing of their
minds. Beholding with open face as in a glass a
certain image, they were-changed into the same
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of Rudyard Kipling had more authentic expres-
sion in poetry than in prose. I therefore hope
that after the war he will become one of the
leaders in the advance of English poetry in the
twentieth century, as he will remain one of the
imperishable monuments of Victorian literature.
The verse published in his latest volume of stories,
A Dwersity of Creatures, 1917, has the stamp of
his original mind, and Macdonough’s Song is im-
pressive. And in a poem which does not appear
in this collection, but which was written at the
outbreak of hostilities, Mr. Kipling was, I be-
lieve, the first to use the name Hun—an appella-
tion of considerable adheswe power. Do roses
stick like burrs?

His influence on other poets has of course been
powerful. As KEden Phillpotts is to Thomas
Hardy, so is Robert Service to Rudyard Kip-
ling. Like Bret Harte in California, Mr. Service
found gold in the Klondike. But it is not merely
in his interpretation of the life of a distant coun-
try that the new poet reminds one of his proto-
type; both in matter and in manner he may justly
be called the Kipling of the North. His verse
has an extraordinary popularity among Ameri-
can college undergraduates, the reasons for which
are evident. They read, discuss him, and quote
him with joy, and he might well be proud of the
adoration of so many of our eager, adventurous,
high-hearted youth. Yet, while Mr. Service is un-
doubtedly a real poet, his work as a whole seems






CHAPTER II
PHILLIPS, WATSON, NOYES, HOUSMAN

Stephen Phillips—his immediate success—influence of Strat-
ford-on-Avon—his plays—a traditional poet—his realism—
William Watson—his unpromising start—his lament on the
coldness of the age toward poetry—his Epigrams—Words-
worth’s Grave—his eminence as a critic in verse—his anti-
imperialism—his Song of Hate—his Byronic wit—his con-
tempt for the “new” poetry—Alfred Noyes—both literary and
rhetorical—an orthodox poet—a singer—his democracy—his
childlike imagination—his sea-poems—Drake—his optimism—
his religious faith—A. E. Housman—his paganism and pes-
simism—his modernity—his originality—his lyrical power—
war poems—Ludlow.

The genius of Stephen Phillips was immediately
recognized by London critics. When the thin
volume, Poems, containing Marpessa, Christ in
Hades, and some lyrical pieces, appeared in 1897,
it was greeted by a loud chorus of approval, cere-
moniously ratified by the bestowal of the First
Prize from the British Academy. Some of the
more distinguished among his admirers asserted
that the nobility, splendour, and beauty of his
verse merited the adjective Miltonic. I remember
that we Americans thought that the English critics
had lost their heads, and we queried what they
would say if we praised a new poet in the United
States in any such fashion. But that was before

we had seen the book; when we had once read
35
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dozen pieces have occasional passages of rare love-
liness. His best play, Paolo and Francesca, suf-
fers when compared either with Boker’s or D’An-
nunzio’s treatment of the old story. It lacks the
stage-craft of the former, and the virility of the
latter. :

Phillips was no pioneer: he followed the great
tradition of English poetry, and must be counted -
among the legitimate heirs. At his best, he re-
sembles Keats most of all; and none but a real
poet could ever make us think of Keats. If he
be condemned for not breaking new paths, we
may remember the words of a wise man—‘‘It is
easier to differ from the great poets than it is to
resemble them.”” He loved to employ the stand-
ard five-foot measure that has done so much of
the best work of English poetry. In The Woman
with the Dead Soul, he showed once more the
musical possibilities latent in the heroic couplet,
which Pope had used with such monotonous bril-
liance. In Marpessa, he gave us blank verse of
noble artistry. But he was far more than a mere
technician. He fairly meets the test set by John
Davidson. ‘‘In the poet the whole assembly of his
being is harmonious; no organ is master; a diapa-
son extends throughout the entire scale; his whole
body, his whole soul is rapt into the making of
his poetry. . . . Poetry is the produet of original-
ity, of a first-hand experience and observation of
life, of a direct communion with men and women,
with the seasons of the year, with day and night.
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every poet possesses the rarer gift of setting the
mellower years to harmonious music, as in the
following gracious words:

But if I live with Idas, then we two
On the low earth shall prosper hand in hand
In odours of the open field, and live
In peaceful noises of the farm, and watch
The pastoral fields burned by the setting sun. . . .
And though the first sweet sting of love be past,
The sweet that almost venom is; though youth,
With tender and extravagant delight,
The first and secret kiss by twilight hedge,
The insane farewell repeated o’er and o’er,
Pass off ; there shall succeed a faithful peace;
. Beautiful friendship tried by sun and wind,
Durable from the daily dust of life.
And though with sadder, still with kinder eyes,
We shall behold all frailties, we shall haste
To pardon, and with mellowing minds to bless.
Then though we must grow old, we shall grow old
Together, and he shall not greatly miss
My bloom faded, and waning light of eyes,
Too deeply gazed in ever to seem dim;
Nor shall we murmur at, nor much regret
The years that gently bend us to the ground,
And gradually incline our face; that we
Leisurely stooping, and with each slow step,
May curiously inspect our lasting home.
But we shall sit with luminous holy smiles,
Endeared by many griefs, by many a jest,
And custom sweet of living side by side;
And full of memories not unkindly glance
Upon each other. Last, we shall descend
Into the natural ground—not without tears—
One must go first, ah God! one must go first;
After so long one blow for both were good;
Still like old friends, glad to have met, and leave
Behind a wholesome memory on the earth.
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seven stanzas on the Old Parliamentary Hand
there is not a single weak line, not a single false
note; word placed on word grows steadily into a
column of majestic beauty.

This poem is all the more refreshing because
admiration for Gladstone had become unfashion-
able; his work was belittled, his motives befouled,
his clear mentality discounted by thousands of
pygmy politicians and journalistic gnats. The
poet, with a poet’s love for mountains, turns the
powerful light of his genius on the old giant; the
mists disappear; and we see again a form vener-
able and august.

The saint and poet dwell apart; but thou
Wast holy in the furious press of men,

And choral in the central rush of life.

Yet didst thou love old branches and a book,
_And Roman verses on an English lawn. . . .

Yet not for all thy breathing charm remote,

Nor breach tremendous in the forts of Hell,

Not for these things we praise thee, though these things
Are much} but more, because thou didst discern

In temporal policy the eternal will;

Thou gav’st to party strife the epic note,
And to debate the thunder of the Lord;
To meanest issues fire of the Most High.

William Watson, a Yorkshireman by birth and
ancestry, was born on the second of August, 1858.
His first volume, The Prince’s Quest, appeared in
1880. Seldom has a true poet made a more un-
promising start, or given so little indication, not
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Pauline, it seems incredible that a young poet
could write so many pages without stumbling and
without soaring; that he could produce a finished
work of mediocrity. I suppose that those who
read the poem in 1880 felt quite sure that its
author would never scale the heights; and they
were wrong; because Willidm Watson really has
the divine gift, and is one of the most deservedly
eminent among living poets.

It is only fair to add, that in the edition of his
works in 1898, The Prince’s Quest did not appear;
he was persuaded, however, to include it in the
two-volume edition of 1905, where it enjoys con-
siderable revision, ‘‘wox’’ becoming normal, and
‘“‘himseemed’’ becoming dissyllabic. For my
part, I am glad that it has now been definitely
retained. It is important in the study of a poet’s
development. It would seem that the William
Watson of the last twenty-five years, a fiery, eager,
sensitive man, with a burning passion to express
himself on moral and political ideas, learned the
mastery of his art before he had anything to say.

Perhaps, being a thoroughly honest craftsman;
he felt that he ought to keep his thoughts to him-
gelf, until he knew how to express them. After
proving it on an impersonal romance, he was then
ready to speak his mind. No poet has spoken
his mind more plainly.

In an interesting address, delivered in various
cities in the United States, and published in 1913,
called The Poet’s Place in the Scheme of Life,
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ical desires. Perhaps if they were, man’s growth
would stop. As Browning says,

‘While were it so with the soul,—this gift of truth
Once grasped, were this our soul’s gain safe, and sure
To prosper as the body’s gain is wont,—

Why, man’s probation would conclude, his earth
Crumble; for he both reasons and decides,

Weighs first, then chooses: will he give up fire
For gold or purple once he knows its worth?
Could he give Christ up were his worth as plain?
Therefore, I say, to test man, the proofs shift,

Nor may he grasp that fact like other fact,

And straightway in his life acknowledge it,

As, say, the indubitable bliss of fire.

One of the functions of the poet is to awaken
meén and women to the knowledge of the delights -
of the mind, to give them life instead of exist-
ence. As Mr. Watson nobly expresses it, the aim
of the poet ‘‘is to keep fresh within us our often
flagging sense of life’s greatness and grandeur.’’
We can exist on food; but we cannot live without
our poets, who lift us to higher planes of thought
and feeling. The poetry of William Watson has
done this service for us again and again.

In 1884 appeared Epigrams of Art, Life, and
Nature. I do not think these have been suffi-
ciently admired. As an epigrammatist Mr. -Wat-
son has no rival in Victorian or in contemporary
verse. The epigram is a quite definite form of
art, especially cultivated by the poets in the first
half of the seventeenth century. Their formula
was the terse expression of obscene thoughts.
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in rhythmical language that is itself high and pure
poetry, Mr. Watson is unapproachable by any of
his contemporaries, and I do not know of any
poet in English literature who has surpassed him.
This is his specialty, this is his clearest title to
permanent fame. And although his criticism is
so valuable, when employed on a sympathetic
theme, that he must be ranked among our modern
interpreters of literature, his style in expressing
it could not possibly be translated into prose, sure
test of its poetical greatness. In his Apologia, he
says _
I have full oft
In singers’ selves found me a theme of song,
Holding these also to be very part

Of Nature’s greatness, and accounting not
Their descants least heroical of deeds.

The poem Wordsworth’s Grave not only ex-
presses, as no one else has expressed, the quality
of Wordsworth’s genius, but in single lines as-
signed to each, the same service is done for Milton,
Shakespeare, Shelley, Coleridge, and Byron.
This is a matchless illustration of the kind of
criticism that is in itself genius; for we may
quarrel with Mr. Spingarn as much as we please
on his general dogmatic principle of the identity
- of genius and taste; here we have so admirable
an example of what he means by creative criticism,
that it is a pity he did not think of it himself.
“For it still remains true,’”’ says Mr. Spingarn,
‘‘that the ®sthetic critic, in his moments of high-
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Of ceremonious embassies that hold
Parley with Hell in fine and silken phrase,
‘How weary is our heart these many days!

Of wavering counsellors neither hot nor cold,
Whom from His mouth God speweth, be it told
How weary is our heart these many days!

Yea, for the ravelled night is round the lands,
And sick are we of all the imperial story.

The tramp of Power, and its long trail of pain;
The mighty brows in meanest arts grown hoary;
The mighty hands,

That in the dear, affronted name of Peace

Bind down a people to be racked and slain;
The emulous armies waxing without cease,
All-puissant all in vain;

The pacts and leagues to murder by delays,

And the dumb throngs that on the deaf thrones gaze;
The common loveless lust of territory;

The lips that only babble of their mart,

‘While to the night the shrieking hamlets blaze;
The bought allegiance, and the purchased praise,
False honour, and shameful glory;—

Of all the evil whereof this is part,

How weary is our heart,

How weary is our heart these many days!

Another poem I cite in full, not for its power
and beauty, but_as a curiosity. I do not think it
has been remembered that in the New Poems of
1909 Mr. Watson published a poem of Hate some
years before the Teutonic hymn became famous.
It is worth reading again, because it so exactly
expresses the cold reserve of the Anglo-Saxon, in
contrast with the sentimentality of the German.
There is, of course, no indication that its author
had Germany in mind.
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had suffered in times past at finding himsélf in
opposition to the majority of his countrymen, he
manfully says, ‘‘During the present war, with all
its agonies and horrors, he has had at any rate
the one private satisfaction of feeling not even
the most momentary doubt or misgiving as to
the perfect righteousness of his country’s cause.
There is nothing on earth of which he is more cer-
tain than that this Empire, throughout this su-
preme ordeal, has shaped her course by the light
of purest duty.’”’ The volume opens with a fine
tribute to Mr. Lloyd George, ‘‘the man who
saw,’”’ and The Kaiser’s Dirge is a savage male-
diction. The poems in this book—of decidedly
unequdl merit—have the fire of indignation if not
always the flame of inspiration. Taken as a
whole, they are more interesting psychologically
than as a contribution to English verse. I sym-
pathize with thé author’s feelings, and admire his
sincerity; but his reputation as a poet is not
heightened overmuch. Perhaps the best poem in
the collection is The Yellow Pansy, accompanied
with Shakespeare’s line, ‘‘There’s pansies—that’s
for thoughts.’’

Winter had swooped, a lean and hungry hawk;
It seemed an age since summer was entombed;
Yet in our garden, on its frozen stalk,
A yellow pansy bloomed.

'Twas Nature saying by trope and metaphor:
“Behold, when empire against empire strives,

Though all else perish, ground ’neath iron war,
The golden thought survives.”


















ALFRED NOYES 59

a hearty, charming, uncondescending sympathy
with ‘‘common’’ people, common flowers, common
music. One of his most original and most cap-
tivating poems is The Tramp Transfigured, an
Episode in the Life of a Corn-flower Millionaire.
This contains a character worthy of Dickens, a
faery touch of fantasy, a rippling, singing melody,
with delightful audacities of rime.

Tick, tack, tick, tack, I couldn’t wait no longer!

Up I gets and bows polite and pleasant as a toff—
“Arternoon,” I says, “I'm glad your boots are going stronger;
Only thing P’'m dreading is your feet 'ull both come off.”
Tick, tack, tick, tack, she didn’t stop to answer,

“Arternoon,” she says, and sort o’ chokes a little cough,

“I must get to Piddinghoe tomorrow if I can, sir!”

“Demme, my good woman! Haw! Don’t think I mean to
loft,

Says I, hke a toff,

“Where d’you mean to sleep tonight? God made this grass
for go’ff.”

His masterpiece, The Barrel-Organ, has some-
thing of Kipling’s rollicking music, with less noise
and more refinement. Out of the mechanical
grinding of the hand organ, with the accompani-
ment of city omnibuses, we get the very breath of
spring in almost intolerable sweetness. This
poem affects the head, the heart, and the feet. I
defy any man or woman to read it without sur-
rendering to the magic of the lilacs, the magic of
old memories, the magic of the poet. Nor has
any one ever read this poem without going imme-
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give up clean linen and tobacco than give up his
dreams.

Nearly all English poetry smells of the sea; the
waves rule Britannia. Alfred Noyes loves the
ocean, and loves the old sea-dogs of Devonshire.
He is not a literary poet, like William Watson, and
has seldom given indication of possessing the in-
sight or the interpretative power of his contem-
porary in dealing with pure literature. He has
the blessed gift of admiration, and his poems on
Swinburne, Meredith, and other masters show a
high reverence; but they are without subtlety, and
lack the discriminating phrase. He is, however,
deeply read in Elizabethan verse and prose, as
his Tales of the Mermaid Tavern, one of his long-
est, most painstaking, and least successful works,
proves; and of all the Elizabethan men of action,
Drake is his hero. The English lovers of the sea,
and the German lovers of efficiency, have both done
honour to Drake. I remember years ago, being
in the town of Offenburg in Germany, and seeing
at a distance a colossal statue, feeling some sur-
prise when I discovered that the monument was
erected to Sir Francis Drake, ‘‘in recognition of
his having introduced the potato into Europe.”’
Here was where eulogy became almost too specific,
and I felt that their Drake was not my Drake.

Mr. Noyes called Drake, published in 1908, an
English Epic. It is not really an epic—it is a
historical romance in verse, as Aurora Leigh is a
novel. It is interesting from beginning to end,
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Touch her. A bird will start
From those pure snows,—
The dark and fluttering heart

Endymion knows.

Alfred Noyes is ‘‘among the English poets.’’
His position is secure. But because he has never
identified himself with the ‘“new’’ poetry—either
in choice of material or in free verse and poly-
phonic prose—it would be a mistake to suppose
that he is afraid to make metrical experiments.
The fact of the matter is, that after he had mas-
tered the technique of conventional rime and
rhythm, as shown in many of his lyrical pieces, he
began playing new tunes on the old instrument.
In The Tramp Transfigured, to which I find my-
self always returning in a consideration of his
work, because it displays some of the highest
qualities of pure poetry, there are new metrical
effects. The same is true of the Prelude to the
Forest of Wild Thyme, and of The Burial of a
Queen; there are new metres used in Rank and
File and in Mount Ida. The poem Asirid, in-
cluded in the volume The Lord of Misrule (1915), ~
is an experiment in initial rhymes. Try reading
it aloud.

White-armed Astrid,—ah, but she was beautiful !—
Nightly wandered weeping thro’ the ferns in the moon,
Slowly, weaving her strange garland in the forest,
Crowned with white violets,

Gowned in green.

Holy was that glen where she glided,

Making her wild garland as Merlin had bidden her,
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It should do good to heart and head
‘When your soul is in my soul’s stead;
And I will friend you, iff I may,

In the dark and cloudy day.

Those lines might have been written by Thomas
Hardy. They express not merely his view of life,
but his faith in the healing power of the bitter herb
of pessimism. But we should remember that A4
Shropshire Lad was published before the first
volume of Mr. Hardy’s verse appeared, and that
the lyrical element displayed is natural rather
than acquired.

Though at the time of its publication the author
was thirty-six years old, many of the poems must
have been written in the twenties. The style is
mature, but the constant dwelling on death and the
grave is a mark of youth. Young poets love to
write about death, because its contrast to their
present condition forms a romantic tragedy,
sharply dramatic and yet instinctively felt to be
remote. Tennyson’s first volume is full of the
details of dissolution, the falling jaw, the eye-balls
fixing, the sharp-headed worm. Aged poets do
not usually write in this manner, because death
seems more realistic than romantic. It is a fact
rather than an idea. When a young poet is ob-
sessed with the idea of death, it is a sign, not of
morbidity, but of normality.

The originality in this book consists not in the
contrast between love and the grave, but in the
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reverence. But the originality in 4 Shropshire
Lad, while more strikingly displayed in some
poems than in others, leaves its. mark on them all.
It is the originality of a man who thinks his own
thoughts with shy obstinacy, makes up his mind in
secret meditation, quite unaffected by current
opinion. It is not the poetry of a rebel; it is the
poetry of an independent man, too indifferent to
the crowd even to fight them. And now and then
we find a lyric of flawless beauty, that lingers in
‘the mind like the glow of a sunset.

Into my heart an air that kills
From yon far country blows:
What are those blue remembered hills,
‘What spires, what farms are those?

That is the land of lost content,
I see it shining plain,

The happy highways where I went,
And cannot ecome again.

Mr. Housman’s poems are nearer to the twentieth
century in spirit than the work of the late Vie-
torians, and many of them are curiously prophetic
- of the dark days of the present war. What
strange vision made him write such poems as The
Recrwit, The Street Sounds to the Soldiers’ Tread,
The Day of Battle, and On the Idle Hill of Sum-
mer? Change the colour of the uniforms, and
these four poems would fit today’s tragedy ac-
curately. They are indeed superior to most of
the war poems written by the professional poets
since 1914.



70 ADVANCE OF ENGLISH POETRY

Ludlow, for ever associated with Milton’s
Comus, is now and will be for many years to come
also significant in the minds of men as the home of
a Shropshire lad. '



CHAPTER III
JOHN MASEFIELD

John Masefield—new wine in old bottles—back to Chaucer—
the self-conscious adventurer—early education and experiences
—Dauber—Mr. Masefield’s remarks on Wordsworth—Words-
worth’s famous Preface and its application to the poetry of
Mr. Masefield—The Ewverlasting Mercy—The Widow m the
Bye Street and its Chaucerian manner—his masterpiece—The
Daffodil Fields—similarities to Wordsworth—the part: played
by the flowers—comparison of The Daffodil Fields with Enoch
Arden—the war poem, August 1914—the lyries—the sonnets—
the novels—his object in writing—his contribution to the ad-
vance of poetry.

Poets are the Great Exceptions. Poets are for
ever performing the impossible. ‘‘No man
putteth new wine into old bottles . . . new wine
must be put into new bottles.”” But putting new
wine into old bottles has been the steady profes-
sional occupation of John Masefield. While many
of our contemporary vers librists and other ex-
perimentalists have been on the hunt for new bot-
tles, sometimes, perhaps, more interested in the
bottle than in the wine, John Masefield has been
constantly pouring his heady drink into recep-
tacles five hundred years old. In subject-matter
and in language he is not in the least ¢‘tradi-
tional,’’ not at all Victorian; he is wholly modern,
new, contemporary. Yet while he draws his

themes and his heroes from his own experience, his
71
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Now if I could have only one of Mr. Masefield’s
books, I would take The Widow in the Bye Street.
Its opening lines have the much-in-little so char-
acteristic of Chaucer.

Down Bye Street, in a little Shropshire town,
There lived a widow with her only son:

She had no wealth nor title to renown,

Nor any joyous hours, never one.

She rose from ragged mattress before sun
And stitched all day until her eyes were red,
And had to stitch, because her man was dead.

This is one of the best narrative poems in mod-
ern literature. It rises from calm to the fiercest
and most tumultuous passions that usurp the
throne of reason. Love, jealousy, hate, revenge,
murder, succeed in cumulative force. Then the
calm of unmitigated and hopeless woe returns,
and we leave the widow in a solitude peopled only
with memories. It is melodrama elevated into
poetry. The mastery of the artist is shown in
the skill with which he avoids the quagmire of
sentimentality. We can easily imagine what form
this story would take under the treatment of many
popular writers. But although constantly ap-
proaching the verge, Mr. Masefield never falls in.
He has known so much sentimentality, not merely
in books and plays, but in human beings, that he
understands how to avoid it. Furthermore, he is
steadied by seeing so plainly the weaknesses of
his characters, just as a great nervous specialist
gains in poise by observing his patients. And
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drama. Nothing is worse in Enoch Arden than
passages like these:

“Annie, this voyage by the grace of God

'Will bring fair weather yet to all of us.

Keep a clean hearth and a clear fire for me,
For I'll be back, my girl, before you know it.”
Then lightly rocking baby’s cradle, “and he,
This pretty, puny, weakly little one,—
Nay—for I love him all the better for it—
God bless him, he shall sit upon my knees
And I will tell him tales of foreign parts,
And make him merry, when I come home again.
Come, Annie, come, cheer up before I go.”

One of the reasons why twentieth-century read-
ers are so impatient with Enoch Arden, is because
Tennyson refused to satisfy the all but universal
love of a fight. The conditions for a terrific
‘“‘mix-up’’ were all there, and just when the spec-
tator is looking for an' explosion of wrath and
blood, the poet turns away into the more heroic
but less thrilling scene of self-conquest. Mr.
Masefield may be trusted never to disappoint his
readers in such fashion. It might be urged that
whereas Tennyson gave a picture of man as he
ought to be, Mr. Masefield painted him as he really
is.
But The Daffodil Fields is not melodrama. It
is a poem of extraordinary beauty. Every time
I read it I see in it some ‘‘stray beauty-beam’’
that T missed before. It would be impossible to
translate it into prose; it would lose half its in-
terest, and all of its charm. It would be easies
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us to expect. It was not a lurid picture of whole-
sale murder, nor a bottle of vitriol thrown in the
face of the Kaiser. After the thunder and the
lightning, came the still small voice. It is a poem
in the metre and manner of Gray, with the same
silver tones of twilit peace—heartrending by con-
trast with the Continental scene.

How still this quiet cornfield is to-night;
By an intenser glow the evening falls,
Bringing, not darkness, but a deeper light;

Among the stooks a partridge covey calls.

The windows glitter on the distant hill;
Beyond the hedge the sheep-bells in the fold
Stumble on sudden music and are still;
The forlorn pinewoods droop above the wold.

An endless quiet valley reaches out

Past the blue hills into the evening sky;
Over the stubble, cawing, goes a rout

Of rooks from harvest, flagging as they fly.

So beautiful it is I never saw

So great a beauty on these English fields
Touched, by the twilight’s coming, into awe,

Ripe to the soul and rich with summer’s yields.

The fields are inhabited with the ghosts of
ploughmen of old who gave themselves for Eng-
land, even as the faithful farmers now leave scenes
inexpressibly dear. For the aim of our poet is to
magnify the lives of the humble and the obscure,
whether on land or sea. In the beautiful Conse-
cration that he prefixed to Salt-Water Ballads, he
expressly turns his back on Commanders, on Rul-
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- read them with profitable pleasure. They are
romances that only a poet could have written. It
would be easier to turn them into verse than it
would be to turn his verse-narratives into prose,
and less would be lost in the transfer. In Multi-
tude and Solitude, the author has given us more
of the results of his own thinking than can be
found in most of the poems. Whole pages are
filled with the pith of meditative thought. In
Captain Margaret, we have a remarkable com-
bination of the love of romance and the romance
of love. v

In response to a question asked him by the
Tribune interviewer, as to the guiding motive in
his writing, Mr. Masefield replied: ‘‘I desire to
interpret life both by reflecting it as it appears
and by portraying its outcome. Great art must
contain these two attributes. Examine any of
the dramas of Shakespeare, and you will find that
their action is the result of a destruction of bal-
ance in the beginning. It is like a cartful of ap-
ples which is overturned. All the apples are
‘spilled in the street. But you will notice that
.Shakespeare piles them up again in his incom-
parable manner, many bruised, broken, and maybe
a few lost.”” This is certainly an interesting way
of putting the doctrine of analysis and synthesis
as applied to art. )

What has Mr. Masefield done then for the ad-
vance of poetry? One of his notable services is
to have made it so interesting that thousands look
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back to it, just as many of the so-called advances
in religious thought are really attempts to get
back to the Founder of Christianity, before the
theologians built their stockade around Him.
Mr. Masefield is a mighty force in the renewal of
poetry; in the art of dramatic narrative he goes
back to the sincerity and catholicity of Chaucer.
For his language, he has carried Wordsworth’s
idea of ‘‘naturalness’’ to its extreme limits. For.
his material, he finds nothing common or unclean.
But all his virility, candour, and sympathy, backed
by all his astonishing range of experience, would
not have made him a poet, had he not possessed
imagination, and the power to express his vision
of life, the power, as he puts it, of getting the ap-
ples back into the cart.
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received deep wounds, the scars of which appeared
in his subsequent poetry. Now he lives where
John Masefield was born, and like him, speaks for
the inarticulate poor.

In 1917 Mr. Gibson collected his poems in one
thick volume of some five hundred and fifty pages.
This is convenient for reference, but desperately
hard to read, on account of the soggy weight of the
book. Here we have, however, everything that
he has thus far written which he thinks worth pre-
serving.! The first piece, Akra the Slave (1904),
is a romantic monologue in free verse. Although
rather short, it is much too long, and few persons
will have the courage to read it through. It is

_ incoherent, spineless, consistent only in dulness.

Possibly it is worth keeping as a curiosity. Then

* comes Stonefolds (1906), a series of bitter bucolics.

This is pastoral poetry of a new and refreshing
kind—as unlike to the conventional shepherd-
shepherdess mincing, intolerable dialogue as could
well be imagined. For, among all the groups of
verse, in which, for sacred order’s sake, we ar-
range English literature, pastoral poetry easily
takes first place in empty, tinkling artificiality.
In Stonefolds, we have six tiny plays, never con-
taining more than four characters, and usually
less, which represent, in a rasping style, the un-
ending daily struggle of generation after genera-
tion with the relentless forces of nature. Itis sur-
prising to see how, in four or five pages, the author
gives a clear view of the monotonous life of sev-
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who longs to go out into the night and do his share
of the work that must be done, but who is unable
even to move, thus addresses the dying lamb:

Poor, bleating beast! We two are much alike,
At either end of life, though scarce an hour
You've been in this rough world, and I so long
That death already has me by the heels;

For neither of us can stir to help himself,

But both must bleat for others’ aid. This world
Is rough and bitter to the newly born,

But far more bitter to the nearly dead.

In Daily Bread (1908-09), there are eighteen
brief plays, written not in orthodox blank verse,
like Stonefolds, but in irregular, brittle, breathless
metres. Here is where art takes the short cut
to life, sacrificing every grace to gain reality; the
typical goal and method of twentieth-century
poetry. So long as a vivid impression of char-
acter and circumstance is produced, the writer ap-
parently cares nothing about style. I say ‘‘ap-
parently,’’ because the styleless style is perhaps
the one best adapted to produce the sought-for
effect. There is ever one difference between life
and ‘‘art’’—between drama and theatre—that Mr.
Gibson has, I suppose, tried to cancel in these
poems of daily bread. In art, the bigger the
drama, the bigger the stage; one could not mount

" Gotterdimmerung, in a village schoolhouse. But
Life does not fit the splendour of the setting to
the grandeur of the struggle. In bleak farm cot-
tages, in dull dwellings in city blocks, in slum tene-
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in the tragic few, but in the tragic many, and in
his poems the man of the house leaves early and
returns late. The industrial war caused by social
conditions takes him from home as surely and as
perilously as though he were drafted into an ex-
peditionary force. The daily parting is poignant,
for every member of the family knows he may
not come back. Perhaps the most dramatic illus-
tration of this corroding worry is seen in The
Night-Shaft, where four women with a newly-born
baby spend a night of agonized waiting, only to
have their fears confirmed in the dawn.

The wife, weak from childbirth, sits up in bed,
and speaks:

Will no one stop that tapping?

I cannot sleep for it.

I think that someone is shut in somewhere,
And trying to get out.

‘Will no one let them out,

And stop the tapping?

It keeps on tapping, tapping. . . .

Tap ...tap ...tap...tap ...
And I can scarcely breathe,

The darkness is so thick.

It stifles me,

And weighs so heavily upon me,

And drips, and drips. . . .

My hair is wet already;

There’s water all about my knees. . . .

As though great rocks were hanging overhead!
And dripping, dripping. . . .

I cannot lift my feet,

The water holds them,

It’s creeping . . . creeping . . . creeping. . . .
My wet hair drags me down. ‘
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- differ in matter and jmanner from the earlier
works. The form of drama is abandoned, and in
its place we have vivid rimed narrative, mingled
with glowing pictures of natural scenery, taken at
all hours of the day and night. Each of his poems
must be taken as a whole, for each poem strives
for a single effect. This effect is often gained by
taking some object, animate or inanimate, as a
symbol. Thus, in The Hare, the hunted animal
is the symbol of woman. The Flute, The Light-
house, and The Money mean more than their defi-
nition. Mr. Gibson is somewhat kinder to his
readers in this collection, for the monotony of
woe, that hangs over his work like a cloud, is
rifted here and there by a ray of happiness. In
The Shop, the little boy actually recovers from
pneumonia, and our share in the father’s delight
is heightened by surprise, for whenever any of
our poet’s characters falls into a sickness, we have
learned to expect the worst. Still, the darker side
of life remains the author’s chosen field of ex-
ploration. Two pieces are so uncanny that one
might almost think they proceeded from a dis-
ordered imagination. The blind boy, who every
day has rowed his father back and forth from
the fishing-grounds, while the man steered, one
day rows cheerfully toward home, unaware that
his father is dead. The boy wonders at his fath-
er’s silence, and laughingly asserts that he has
heard him snoring. Then his mirth changes to
fear, and fear to horror. '
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he sees gold and sapphire fishes swimming in the
water over his head. . . . That rarest of all Eng-
lish metres—which Browning chose for One Word
More—is employed by Mr. Gibson in a compound
of tragedy-irony called The Vindictiwe Staircase.
Unfortunately the rhythm is so closely associated
with Browning’s love-poem, that these lines sound
like a parody:

Mrs. Murphy, timidest of spectres,

You who were the cheeriest of charers,
‘With the heart of innocence and only
Torn between a zest for priest and porter,
Mrs. Murphy of the ample bosom,—
Suckler of a score or so of children.

It seems best to leave this measure in the undis-
turbed possession of the poet who used it su-
premely well. Yet some of the verses in Thor-
oughfares are an advance on Mr. Gibson’s previ- -
ous work. No reader will ever forget Wheels.
Passing over Borderlands (1912-14) which,
with the exception of Akra, is the least successful
of Mr. Gibson’s works, we come to his most orig-
inal contribution to modern poetry, the short
poems included under the heading Battle
(1914-15). These verses afford one more bit of
evidence that in order to write unconventional
thoughts, it is not necessary to use unconventional
forms. The ideas expressed here can be found
in no other war-poet; they are idiosyncratic to
the highest degree; yet the verse-forms in which
they are written are stanzaic, as traditional as the
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ing glory as he. The prefatory poem to Mr. Gib-
son’s Friends (1915-16), beautifully expresses the
common feeling:

He’s gone.

I do not understand.

I only know

That as he turned to go

And waved his hand

In his young eyes a sudden glory shone:
And I was dazzled by a sunset glow,
And he was gone.

The fine sonnets that follow strengthen the strong
colour, and are among the most authentic claims
to poetry that their author has set forth. The
second one, contrasting the pale glimmer of the
London garret with the brilliant apparition of
Brooke at the open door, ‘‘like sudden April,”’ is
poignant in its beauty. The verses in this volume
are richer in melody than is customary with Mr,
Gibson, yet The Pessimist and The Ice-Cart show
that he is as whimsical as ever. He has no end
of fun with his fancy.

Livelihood (1914-16) takes us back to the bitter
pessimism of Stonefolds and Daily Bread; only
instead of being dialogues, these stories are given
in descriptive form, and for the most part in regu-
lar pentameter rime. The best of them is In the
Orchestra, where the poor fiddler in the band at
the cheap music-hall plays mechanically every
night for his daily bread, while his heart is torn
by the vulture of memory. This poem shows a
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NORTHUMBERLAND

Heatherland and bent-land— -
Black land and white,

God bring me to Northumberland,
The land of my delight.

Land of singing waters,

And winds from off the sea,

"God bring me to Northumberland,
The land where I would be. '

Heatherland and bent-land,
And valleys rich with corn,
God bring me to Northumberland,
The land where I was born.

The shadow of the war darkens nearly every
page of this volume, and the last poem expresses
not the local but the universal sentiment of us who
remain in our homes.

‘We who are left, how shall we look again
Happily on the sun, or feel the rain,

Without remembering how they who went
Ungrudgingly, and spent

Their all for us, loved, too, the sun and rain?

A bird among the rain-wet lilac sings—

But we, how shall we turn to little things

And listen to the birds and winds and streams
Made holy by their dreams,

Nor feel the heart-break in the heart of things?

An interesting feature of the Collected Poems
is a striking unfinished portrait of the author by
Mrs. Wise; but I think it was an error to publish
all these verses in one volume. They produce an
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1907. He is by nature such a recluse that I feel
certain he would prefer to attract no attention
whatever were it not for the fact that it is as
necessary for a poet to print his songs as it is
for a bird to sing them. His favourite compan-
ions are Shelley, Wordsworth, and a bull terrier,
and he is said to play billiards with ‘‘grim earnest-
ness.”” In 1907 he published a tiny volume called
The Last Blackbird, and in 1917 another and
tinier one called Poems. During this decade he
printed in a few paper booklets, which some day
will be valuable curiosities, separate pieces such
as Eve, The Bull, The Mystery. These are now
permanently preserved in the 1917 book. This
thin volume, weighing only two or three ounces,
is a real addition to the English poetry of the
twentieth century.

It is impossible to read the verse of Ralph
Hodgson without admiration for the clarity of
his art and respect for the vigour of his mind.
Although many of his works are as aloof from his
own opinions as a well-executed statue, the
strength of his personality is an immanent force.
He writes much and publishes little; he is an in-
tellectual aristocrat. He has the fastidiousness
‘which was the main characteristic of the tempera-
ment of Thomas Gray; and he has as well Gray’s
hatred of publicity and much of Gray’s lambent
humour, more salty than satiric. His work is de-
cidedly caviare to the general, not because it is
obscure, which it is not, but because it presupposes
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I did not pray Him to lay bare
The mystery to me,

Enough the rose was Heaven to smell,
And His own face to see.

It is the absolute object that interests this poet,
rather than vague or futile speculation about it.
The flower in the crannied wall he would leave
there.. He would never pluck it out, root and all,
wondering about the mystery of the life principle.
No poet is more clean-eyed. His eyes are achro-
matic. He has lost his illusions gladly; every
time he has lost an illusion he has gained a new
idea. The world as it is seems to him more beau-
tiful, more interesting than any false-coloured pic-
ture of it or any longing to remould it nearer to
the heart’s desire. He faces life with steady com-
posure. But it is not the composure either of
stoicism or of despair. He finds it so wonderful
just as it is that he is thankful that he has eyes
to see its beauty, ears to hear its melodies—
enough for his present mortal state.

AFTER

“How fared you when you mortal were?
What did you see on my peopled star?”
“Oh, well enough,” I answered her,
“It went for me where mortals are!

“T saw blue flowers and the merlin’s flight
And the rime on the wintry tree,

Blue doves I saw and summer light
On the wings of the cinnamon bee.”
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I have not the rare Lucasta,
London, 1649;
I'm a lean-pursed poetaster,
Or the book had long been mine. . . .

Near the “Wit’s Interpreter”
(Like an antique Whitaker,
Full of strange etcetera),
3 Areopagitica’”

And the muse of Lycidas,
Lost in meditation deep,
Give the cut to Hudibras,
Unaware the knave’s asleep. . . .

There lies Coleridge, bound in green,
Sleepily still wond’ring what

He meant Kubla Khan to mean,
In that early Wordsworth, Mat.

Arnold knows a faithful prop,—
Still to subject-matter leans,

Murmurs of the loved hill-top,
Fyfield tree and Cumnor scenes.

The poem closes with a high tribute to Shelley,
‘‘more than all the others mine.”’
The following trifle is excellent fooling:

THE GREAT AUK’S GHOST

The Great Auk’s ghost rose on one leg,
Sighed thrice and three times winkt,
And turned and poached a phantom egg,

And muttered, “I’m extinet.”

But it is in the love of unextinct animals that
Mr. Hodgson’s poetic powers find their most ef-
fective display. His masterpiece on the old un-
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fact in life, when He made the remark about the
Sparrow. :

Yet even the pessimists ought not to be quite so
sure that God is morally inferior to man. Even
their God may be no more amused by human
anguish then men are amused by the grotesque
floppings of a dying fish.

The villains in the world are those who have
no respect for the personality of birds and beasts.
And their cruelty to animals is not deliberate or
vindictive—it arises from crass stupidity.

STUPIDITY STREET

I saw with open eyes
Singing birds sweet

Sold in the shops '
For the people to eat,

Sold in the shops of
Stupidity Street.

I saw in vision
" The worm in the wheat,
And in the shops nothing
For people to eat;
Nothing for sale in
Stupidity Street. T

The poet’s attitude toward the lLion in the jun-
gle, the bull in the field, the cat in the yard, the bird
on the tree.is not one of affectionate petting, for
love and sympathy are often mingled—consciously
or unconsciously—with condescension. There is
no trace of condescension in the way Mr. Hodg-
son writes of animals. He treats them with re-
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rator to his readers, he gives to the public only
what has passed his own severe scrutiny. He is
a true poet, with an original mind.

As for the work of Lascelles Abercrombie, which
has been much praised in certain eircles, I should
prefer to leave the criticism of that to those who
enjoy reading it. If I should attempt to ‘‘do
justice’’ to his poetry, I should seem to his friends
to be doing just the opposite—the opposite of just.
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being Shakespeare’s, the twenty-third of April,
1915. He was buried on a Greek island.

Rupert Brooke lived to be nearly twenty-eight
years old, a short life to show ability in most of
the ways of the world, but long enough to test the
quality of a poet, not merely in promise, but in
performance. There is no doubt that he had the
indefinable but unmistakable touch of genius.
Only a portion of his slender production is of
high rank, but it is enough to preserve his name.
His Letters, which have been underestimated,
prove that he had mental as well as poetical pow-
ers. Had he lived to middle age, it seems certain
that his poetry would have been tightly packed
with thought. He had an alert and inquisitive
mind.

Many have seemed to think that the frequent
allusions to death in his poetry are vaguely proph-
etic. They are, of course—with the exception of
the war-poems—nothing of the kind, being merely
symptomatic of youth. They form the most con-
ventional side of his work. His cynicism toward
the love of the sexes was a youthful affectation,
strengthened by his reading. He was deeply read
in the seventeenth-century poets, who delighted in
imagining themselves passing from one woman
to another—swearing ‘‘by love’s sweetest part,
variety.”” At all events, these poems, of which
there are comparatively many, exhibit his least
attractive side. The poem addressed to The One
Before the Last, ends
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The herded pines commune, and have deep thoughts, 2
A secret they assemble to discuss,

‘When the sun drops behind their trunks which glare

Like grates of hell.

N

Both in painting and in imagination the second
passage is instantly seen to be superior.

The war sonnets of 1914 receive so much addi-
tional poignancy by the death of the author that it
is difficult, and perhaps undesirable, to judge them
as objective works of art. They are essentially
noble and sincere, speaking from the depths of
high-hearted self-sacrifice. He poured out his
young life freely and generously, knowing what
it meant to say good-bye to his fancy. There is
always something eternally sublime—something
that we rightly call divine—in the spendthrift giv-
ing of omne’s life-blood for a great cause. And
Rupert Brooke was intensely aware of the value
of what he unhesitatingly gave.

The two ‘‘fish’’ poems exhibit a playful, charm-
ing side to Brooke’s imagination; but if I could
have only one of his pieces, I should assuredly
choose Granitchester. Nostalgia is the mother of
much fine poetry; but seldom has the expression
of it been mingled more exquisitely with humour
and longing. By the rivers of Babylon he sat
down and laughed when he remembered Zion.
And his laughter at Babylon is so different from
his laughter at Grantchester. A few felicitous
adjectives sum up the significant difference be-
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sion of a long list of ‘‘testimonials,’’ which assure
‘us that Alfred Tennyson was a remarkable poet.
Mr. J. C. Squire, under whose auspices the works
of Flecker appear in one handsome volume, is an
admirable editor. His introduction is a model of
its kind, giving the necessary biographical in-
formation, explaining the chronology, the origin,
the background of the poems, and showing how
the poet revised his earlier work; the last para-
graph ought to serve as an example to those who
may be entrusted with a task of similar delicacy
in the future. ‘‘My only object in writing this
necessarily rather disjointed Introduction is to
give some information that may interest the
reader and be useful to the critic; and if a few
personal opinions have slipped in they may con-
veniently be ignored. A vehement ‘puff prelim-
inary’ is an insolence in a volume of this kind;
it might pardonably be supposed to imply either
doubts about the author or distrust of his read-
ers.”’ '

As a contrast to the above, it is interesting to
recall the preface that an anonymous friend con-
tributed to a volume of Crashaw’s verse in the
seventeenth century, which, in his own words, ‘I
have impartially writ of this Learned young
Gent.”’ Fearing that readers might not appre-
ciate his poetry at its true value, the friend writes,
‘It were prophane but to mention here in the
Preface those under-headed Poets, Retainers to
seven shares and a halfe; Madrigall fellowes,
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each poet feels it imperative to tell the reader in
detail not only all his adventures, and passions,
but even the most minute whimsies and caprices.
When the result of this bosom-cleansing is real
poetry, it justifies itself; but the method is the ex-
act opposite of Flecker’s. His master was Keats,
and in his own words, he wrote ‘‘with the single
intention of creating beauty.’” Austerity and ob-
jectivity were his ideals.

Strangely enough, he was able to state in a
new and more convincing way the doctrine of art
for art’s sake. ‘‘However few poets have written
with a clear theory of art for art’s sake, it is by
that theory alone that their work has been, or can
be, judged ;—and rightly so if we remember that
art embraces all life and all humanity, and sees
in the temporary and fleeting doctrines of con-
servative or revolutionary only the human gran-
deur or passion that inspires them.”’

Perhaps the best noun that describes Flecker’s -
verse is brightness. He had a consumptive’s long-
ing for sunshine, and his sojourns on the Mediter-
ranean shores illuminate his pages. The follow-
ing poem is decidedly characteristic:

IN PHZEACIA

Had I that haze of streaming blue,
That sea below, the summer faced,

I'd work and weave a dress for you
And kneel to clasp it round your waist,

And broider with those burning bright
Threads of the Sun across the sea,
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orthodox virtues of the orthodox poet—rime and
rhythm, cunning in words, skill in nature-painting,
imagination. The richness of his colouring and
the loveliness of his melodies make his verses a
delight to the senses. His mind was plentifully
stored with classical authors, and he saw nature
alive with old gods and fairies. In one of his
most charming poems, Oak and Olive, he declares,

" When I go down the Gloucester lanes
My friends are deaf and blind:
Fast as they turn their foolish eyes .
The Menads leap behind,
And when I hear the fire-winged feet,
They only hear the wind.

Have I not chased the fluting Pan,
Through Cranham’s sober trees?

Have I not sat on Painswick Hill
With a nymph upon my knees,

And she as rosy as the dawn,
And naked as the breeze?

His poetry is composed of sensations rather
than thoughts. What it lacks is intellectual con-
tent. A richly packed memory is not the same
thing as original thinking, even 'when the memo-
ries are glorified by the artist’s own imagination.
Yet the death of this young man was a cruel loss
to English literature, for his mental development
would eventually have kept pace with his gift of
song. His cheerful Paganism would, I think, have
given place to something deeper and more fruit-
ful. Before he went to Constantinople, he had,
as it is a fashion for some modern Occidentals to
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On the Christmas Day preferred of the Lord,

The Christmds Day of the Hosts!
He appended a footnote in December, 1914, when
he was dying: ¢‘Originally written for Christ-
mas, 1912, and referring to the first Balkan War,
this poem contains in the last speech of Christ
words that ring like a prophecy of events that may
occur very soon.’’” As I am copying his Note,
December, 1917, the English army is entering
Jerusalem.

Flecker was essentially noble-minded ; and with-
out any trace of conceit, felt the responsibility of
his talents. There is not an unworthy page in
the Collected Poems. In a memorable passage,
he stated the goal of poetry. ¢‘It is not the poet’s
business to save man’s soul, but to make it worth
saving.”’ ‘

Walter De La Mare, a close personal friend of
Rupert Brooke, came of Huguenot, English and
Scotch ancestry, and was born at Charlton, Kent,
on the twenty-fifth of April, 1873. He was edu-
cated at St. Paul’s Cathedral Choir School. Al-
though known today exclusively as a poet, he has
written much miscellaneous prose—ecritical arti-
cles for periodicals, short stories, and a few plays.
His first poetry-book, Songs of Childhood, ap-
peared in 1902; in 1906, Poems; in 1910, The Re-
turn, which won the Edmond de Polignac prize;
The Listeners, which gave him a wide reputation,
appeared in 1912; Peacock Pie, in 1917, and Mot-
ley and Other Poems in 1918, When, in Novem-
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But when within the further mist of bloom

His step and form were hid, the smooth child Ann
Said, “La, and what eyes he had!” and Lucy said,
“How sad a gentleman!” and Katharine,

“I wonder, now, what mischief he was at.”

And these three also April hid away,

Leaving the spring faint with Mercutio.

There are immense tracts of Shakespeare which
Walter De La Mare never could even have re-
motely imitated ; but I know of no poet today who
could approach the wonderful Queen Mab speech
more successfully than he.

The same method of interpretative description
that he employs in dealing with Shakespearean
characters he uses repeatedly in making portraits
from life. One of the most vivid and delightful
of these is

OLD SUSAN

When Susan’s work was done she’d sit,
‘With one fat guttering candle lit,

And window opened wide to win

The sweet night air to enter in;

There, with a thumb to keep her place
She’d read, with stern and wrinkled face,
Her mild eyes gliding very slow

Across the letters to and fro,

‘While wagged the guttering candle flame
In the wind that through the window came.
And sometimes in the silence she

‘Would mumble a sentence audibly,

Or shake her head as if to say,

“You silly souls, to act this way!”

And never a sound from night I’d hear,
Unless some far-off cock crowed clear;

Or her old shuffling thumb should turn












D. H. LAWRENCE | 147

selves with shudders of rapture; but it is only
when this frisson is felt by others than blood-
relatives that they may feel some reasonable as-
surance of success. The London Times quite
properly refuses to surrender to-lines like these:

And if T never see her again?

I think, if they told me so,

I conld convulse the heavens with my horror

I think I could alter the frame of things in my agony.
I think I could break the System with my heart.

I think, in my convulsion, the skies would break.

He should change his gear from high to low; he
will never climb Parnassus on this speed, not even
with his muffler so manifestly open.

The Times also quotes without appreciation
from the same volume the following passage,
where the woman, looking back, stirs a biblical
reminiscence.

I have seen it, felt it in my mouth, my throat, my chest, my
belly,

Burning of powerful salt, burning, eating through my defence-
less nakedness,

I have been thrust into white sharp crystals,

‘Writhing, twisting, superpenetrated,

Ah, Lot’s wife, Lot’s wife!

The pillar of salt, the whirling, horrible column of salt, like

a waterspout
That has enveloped me!

Most readers may not need a whole pillar, but
they will surely take the above professions cum
grano salis. It is all in King Cambyses’ vein;
and I would that we had Pistol to deliver it. I
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The first poem, Symbols, prepares the reader
for what is to follow, though it is somewhat lack-
ing in the technique that is characteristic of most
of Mr. Drinkwater’s verse.

I saw history in a poet’s song, )
In a river-reach and a gallows-hill,

In a bridal bed, and a secret wrong,
In a crown of thorns: in a daffodil.

I imagined measureless time in a day,
And starry space in a wagon-road,

And the treasure of all good harvests lay
In the single seed that the sower sowed.

My garden-wind had driven and havened again
All ships that ever had gone to sea,

And I saw the glory of all dead men
In the shadow that went by the side of me.

The West of England looms large in contem-
porary poetry. A. E. Housman, John Masefield,
‘W. W. Gibson, J. E. Flecker have done their best
to celebrate its quiet beauty ; and some of the finest
work of Mr. Drinkwater is lovingly devoted to
these rural scenes. We know how Professor
Housman and John Masefield regard Bredon Hill
—another tribute to this ‘‘calm acclivity, salubri-
ous spot’’ is paid in Mr. Drinkwater’s cheerful
song, At Grafton. The spirit of his work in gen-
eral is the spirit of health—take life as it is, and
enjoy it. It is the open-air verse of broad, wind-
swept English counties. Its surest claim to dis-
tinction lies in its excellent, finished workmanship
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THE TWO FLOCKS

‘Where are you going to now, white sheep,
Walking the green hill-side;

To join that whiter flock on top,
And share their pride?

Stay where you are, you silly sheep:
‘When you arrive up there,

You’'ll find that whiter flock on top
Clouds in the air!

Yet much of his poetry springs from his wide
knowledge and experience of life. An original
defence of the solitary existence is seen in Death’s
Game, although possibly the grapes are sour.

Death can but play one game with me—
If I do live alone;

He cannot strike me a foul blow
Through a belovéd one.

Today he takes my neighbour’s wife,
And leaves a little child

To lie upon his breast and ery
Like the Night-wind, so wild.

And every hour its voice is heard—
Tell me where is she gone!

Death cannot play that game with me—
If I do live alone.

The feather-weight pocket-volumes of verse that
this poet puts forth, each containing a crop of tiny
poems—have an excellent virtue—they are inter-
esting, good companions for a day in the country.
There is always sufficient momentum in page 28
to carry you on to page 29—something that cannot
be said of all books.
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but in the fact that his book is dedicated to the
American.

His death accentuates the range of the dragnet
of war. This intellectual, quiet, introspective,
slightly ironical temperament would seem almost
ideally unfitted for the trenches. Yet, although
no soldier by instinet, and having a family de-
pendent upon his writings for support, he gave
himself freely to the Great Cause. He never
speaks in his verses of his own sacrifice, and in-
deed says little about the war; but the first poem
in the volume expresses the universal call.

Rise up, rise up,

And, as the trumpet blowing
Chases the dreams of men,

As the dawn glowing

The stars that left unlit

The land and water,

Rise up and scatter

The dew that covers

The print of last night’s lovers—
Scatter it, scatter it!

‘While you are listening
To the clear horn,
Forget, men, everything

S On this earth newborn,
Except that it is lovelier
Than any mysteries.
Open your eyes to the air
That has waghed the eyes of the stars
Through all the dewy night:
Up with the light,
To the old wars;
Arise, arise!
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battle. He was himself severely wounded. His

poems of strenuous action are mostly too long to

quote; occasionally he writes-in a more quiet mood .
of contemplation.

THE FULL HEART

Alone on the shore in the pause of the nighttime
I stand and I hear the long wind blow light;

I view the constellations quietly, quietly burning;
I hear the wave fall in the hush of the night.

Long after I am dead, ended this bitter journey,
Many another whose heart holds no light

Shall your solemn sweetness hush, awe, and comfort,
O my companions, Wind, Waters, Stars, and Night.

Other Oxford poets from the front are Sieg-
fried Sassoon, Robert Graves and Willoughby
Weaving, whose two volumes The Star Fields
and The Bubble are as original in their way as
the work of Mr. Nichols, though inferior in beauty
of expression. Mr. Weaving was invalided home
in 1915, and his first book has an introduction by
Robert Bridges. In The Bubble (1917) there are
many poems so deeply meditative that their full
force does not reach one until after repeated read-
ings. He has also a particular talent for the last
line.

' TO —
(Witer 1916)

Thou lover of fire, how cold is it in the grave?

Would I could bring thee fuel and light thee a fire as of old!
Alas! how I think of thee there, shivering out in the cold,
Till my own bright fire lacketh the heat which it gave!
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Oh, would I eould see thee again, as in days gone by,

Sitting hands over the fire, or poking it to a bright blaze

And clearing the cloggy ash from the bars in thy eareful ways!
Oh, art thou the more cold or here by the fire am I?

B. H. Blackwell, the Oxford publisher, seems
to have made a good many “‘finds’’; besides pro-
ducing some of the work of Mr. Nichols and Mr.
Weaving—both poets now have American pub-
lishers as well—the four volumes Ozford Verse,
running from 1910 to 1917, contain many excellent
things. And in addition to these, there are orig-
inal adventures in the art of poetry, sometimes
merely bizarre, but interesting as experiments,
exhibited in the two volumes Wheels 1916, and
Wheels 1917, and also in the books called Initi-
ates: a Series of Poetry by Proved Hands.




CHAPTER VI
THE IRISH POETS

Irish poetry a part of English Literature—common-gense
the basis of romanticism—misapprehension of the poetic tem-

perament—William Butler Yeats—his education—his devotion.

to art—his theories—his love poetry—resemblance to Maeter-
linck—the lyrical element paramount—the psaltery—pure
rather than applied poetry—John M. Synge—his mentality—
his versatility—a terrible personality—his capacity for hatred
—his subjectivity—his interesting Preface—brooding on death
—A. E.—The Master of the island—his sincerity and in-
fluence—disembodied spirits—his mysticism—homesickness—
true optimism—James Stephens—poet and novelist—realism
and fantasy—Padraic Colum—TFrancis Ledwidge—Susan
Mitchell—Thomas MacDonagh—Joseph Campbell—Seumas
O’Sullivan—Herbert Trench—Maurice Francis Egan—Norreys
Jepbson O’Conor—F. Carlin—The advance in Ireland.

In what I have to say of the work of the Irish
poets, I am thinking of it solely as a part of Eng-
lish literature. I have in mind no political bias
whatever, though I confess I have small admira-
tion for extremists. During the last forty years
Irishmen have written mainly in the English lan-
guage, which assures to what is good in their com-
positions an influence bounded only by the dimen-
sions of the earth. Great creative writers are
such an immense and continuous blessing to the
world that the locality of their birth pales in com-
parison with the glory of it, a glory in which we
, 157 :






THE IRISH POETS 159

tury. This dearth of great Irish poets is the more
noticeable when we think of Ireland’s contribu-
tions to English prose and to English drama.
Possibly, if one had prophecy rather than history
to settle the question, one might predict that
Irishmen would naturally write more and better
poetry than Englishmen ; for the common supposi-
tion is that the poetic temperament is romantie,
sentimental, volatile, reckless. If this were true,
then the lovable, careless, impulsive Irish would
completely outclass in original poetry the sensible,
steady-headed, cautious Englishman. What are
the facts about the so-called poetic temperament?

Chaucer, Shakespeare, Milton, Gray, Words-
worth, Keats, Tennyson, Browning, Arnold, were
in character, disposition, and temperament pre-
cisely the opposite of what is superficially sup-
posed to be ‘“poetic.”” Some of them were deeply
erudite; all of them were deeply thoughtful. They
~ were clear-headed, sensible men—in fact, common
sense was the basis of their mental life. And no
one can read the letters of Byron without seeing
how well supplied he was with the shrewd common
sense of the Englishman. He was more selfish
than any one of the men enumerated above—but
he was no fool. There is nothing inconsistent in
his being at once the greatest romantic poet and
the greatest satirist of his age. His masterpiece,
Don Juan, is the expression of a nature at the
farthest possible remove from sentimentality.
And the author of Faust was remarkable among
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‘Was it for this the wild geese spread
The grey wing upon every tide;
For this that all that blood was shed,
For this Edward Fitzgerald died, .
And Robert Emmet and Wolfe Tone,
All that delirium of the brave;
Romantic Ireland’s dead and gone,
It’s with O’Leary in the grave.

Yet could we turn the years again,

, And call those exiles as they were,
In all their loneliness and pain
You’d ery “some woman’s yellow hair
Has maddened every mother’s son:”
They weighed so lightly what they gave,
But let them be, they’re dead and gone,
They’re with O’Leary in the grave.

William Butler Yeats has done more for Eng-
lish poetry than any other Irishman, for he is the
greatest poet in the English language that Ireland
has ever produced. He is a notable figure in con-
temporary literature, having made additions to
verse, prose and stage-plays. He has by no means
obliterated Clarence Mangan, but he has surpassed
him. _ »

Mr. Yeats was born at Dublin, on the thirteenth
of June, 1865. His father was an honour man at
Trinity College, taking the highest distinction in
Political Economy. After practising law, he be-
came a painter, which profession he still adorns.
The future poet studied art for three years, but
when twenty-one years old definitely devoted him-
self to literature. In addition to his original
work, one of his foremost services to humanity was
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to precede love. Love thus takes on, as it ought
to, something of the beauty of holiness.

Fasten your hair with a golden pin,
And bind up every wandering tress;

I bade my heart build these poor rhymes:
It worked at them, day out, day in, -
Building a sorrowful loveliness

Out of the battles of old times.

You need but lift a pearl-pale hand,

And bind up your long hair and sigh;
And all men’s hearts must burn and beat;
And candle-like foam on the dim sand,
And ‘stars climbing the dew-dropping sky,
Live but to light your passing feet.

A still more characteristic love-poem is the one
which gleams with the symbols of the cloths of
heaven. '

Had I the heavens’ embroidered cloths,
Enwrought with golden and silver light,

The blue and the dim and the dark ecloths

Of night and light and the halflight,

I would spread the cloths under your feet;
But I, being poor, have only my dreams;

I have spread my dreams under your feet;
Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.

In mysticism, in symbolism, and in the quality
of his imagination, Mr. Yeats of course reminds us
of Maeterlinck. He has the same twilit atmos-
phere, peopled with elusive dream-footed figures,
that make no more noise than the wings of an owl.
He is of imagination all compact. He is neither a
teacher nor a prophet ; he seems to turn away from
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A QUESTION

T asked if I got sick and died, would you
With my black funeral go walking too,
If you’d stand close to hear them talk or pray
While I'm let down in that steep bank of clay.

And, No, you said, for if you saw a crew

Of living idiots pressing round that new

Oak coffin—they alive, I dead beneath

That board—you’d rave and rend them with your teeth.

The love of brutal strength in Synge’s work
may have been partly the projection of his sick-
ness, just as the invalid Stevenson delighted in the
creation of powerful ruffians; but the brooding on
his own death is quite modern, and is, I think,
part of the egoism that is so distinguishing a
feature in contemporary poetry. So many have
abandoned all hope of a life beyond the grave, that
they cling to bodily existence with almost glutton-
ous passion, and are filled with self-pity at the
thought of their own death and burial. To my
mind, there is something unworthy, something
childish, in all this. When a child has been re-
buked or punished by its father or mother, it plays
a trump card—*‘You’ll be sorry when I am dead!’’
It is better for men and women to attack the daily
task with what cheerful energy they can command,
and let the interruption of death come when it
must. If life is short, it seems unwise to spend
so much of our time in rehearsals of a tragedy that
can have only one performance.

In the modern Tempest of Ireland, Yeats is
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’

imagine A. E. putting on coat and trousers; and
although I once had the honour—which I grate-
fully remember—of a long talk with W. B. Yeats,
I never felt that I was listening to a man of flesh
and ‘blood. 1t is fitting that these men had their
earthly dwelling in a sea-girt isle, where every
foot of ground has its own superstition, and where
the constant mists are peopled with unearthly
figures.

I do not really know what mysticism is; but I
know that Mr. Yeats and Mr. Russell are both
mystics and of a quite different stamp. Mr.
Yeats is not insincere, but his mysticism is a part
of his art rather than a part of his mind. He is
artistically, rather than intellectually, sincere.
The mysticism of Mr. Russell is fully as intellect-
ual as it is emotional; it is more than his creed;
it is his life. His poetry and his prose are not
shadowed by his mysticism, they emanate from it.
He does not have to live in another world when he
writes verse, and then come back to earth when the
dinner or the door bell rings; he lives in the other
world all the time. Or rather, the earth and com-
mon objects are themselves part of the Universal
Spirit, reflecting its constant activities.

DUST

I heard them in their sadness say

“The earth rebukes the thought of God;
‘We are but embers wrapped in clay,

A little nobler than the sod.”
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in talking to us, He who could speak all languages,
used our own, rather than that of His home coun-

try?
A LEADER

Though your eyes with tears were blind,
Pain upon the path you trod:

Well we knew, the hosts behind,
Voice and shining of a god.

For your darkness was our day,
Signal fires, your pains untold,
Lit us on our wandering way
To the mystic heart of gold.

Naught we knew of the high land,
Beauty burning in its spheres;

Sorrow we could understand
And the mystery told in tears.

Something of the secret of his quiet strength is
seen in the following two stanzas, which close his
poem Apocalyptic (1916) : )

It shall be better to be bold

. Than clothed in purple in that hour;

The will of steel be more than gold;
For only what we are is power. N

‘Who through the starry gate would win

Must be like those who walk therein.

You, who have made of earth your star,
Cry out, indeed, for hopes made vain:
_For only those can laugh who are
The strong Initiates of Pain,
‘Who know that mighty god to be
Seulptor of immortality.

It is a wonderful thing—a man living in a house
in Dublin, living a life of intense, ceaseless, and
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crawling on the pavements. It is an interesting
fact that they appeared the same year of Synge’s
Poems with Synge’s famous Preface counselling
brutality, counselling anything to bring poetry
away from the iridescent dreams of W. B. Yeats
down to the stark realities of life and nature.
They bear testimony to the catholic breadth of
A. E.’s sympathetic appreciation, for they are as
different as may be imagined from the spirit of
mysticism. It must also be confessed that their
absolute merit as poetry is not particularly re-
markable; all the more credit to the discernment
of A. E., who descrijed behind them an original
and powerful personality.

The influence of Synge is strong in the second
book of verses, called The Hill of Vision, particu-
larly noticeable in such a poem as The Brute.
Curiously enough, Songs from the Clay is more
exalted in tone than The Hill of Vision. The air
is clearer and purer. - But the author of The
Crock of Gold and The Demi-Gods appears again
in The Adventures of Seumas Beg. In these
charming poems we have that triple combination

of realism, humour, and fantasy that gave so -

original a flavour to the novels. They make a
valuable addition to child-poetry; for men, women,
angels, fairies, God and the Devil are treated with
easy familiarity, in practical, definite, conversa-
tional language. These are the best fruits of his
imagination in rime.
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0. 2 e 2 Il oo’
Ts gwn e 1ewts and stael and all®

The ftesped 1p 3dn 1pax he fire.
The piie of ar’ spzmst the wall!

To 1z7% a doek with weghts and chans
And pendainm seinging sp and down!

A Zresser fled with shiwing deify,
Speckied and white and blne and brown!

1 enald be basy all the day
Clearing and sweeping hearth and floor,
Ard fixing on their shelf again
My white and bine and speckled store!
Lord Dunsany brought to public attention a new
poet, Francis Ledwidge, whose one volume, Songs
of the Fields, is full of promise. In October,
1914, he enlisted in Kitchener’s first army, and
was killed on the thirty-first of August, 1917.
Ledwidge’s poetry is more conventional than that
of most of his Irish contemporaries, and he is at
his best in describing natural objects. Such
poems a8 A Rainy Day in Aprd, and A Twilight i
Middle March are most characteristic. But occa-
sionally he arrests the ear with a deeper note.
The: first four lines of the following passage, taken
from An Old Pain, might fittingly apply to a per-
sonality like that of Synge:

I hold the mind is the imprisoned soul,

And all our aspirations are its own

Struggles and strivings for a golden goal,

That wear us out like snow men at the thaw.

And we shall make our Heaven where we have sown
Our purple longings. Oh! can the loved dead draw
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Anear us when we moan, or watching wait

Our coming in the woods where first we met,
The dead leaves falling in their wild hair wet,
Their hands upon the fastenings of the gate?

A direct result of the spiritual influence of A. E.
is seen in the poetry of Susan Mitchell. She is
not an imitator of his manner, but she reflects the
mystical faith. Her little volume, The. Living
Chalice, is full of the beauty that rises from suf-
fering. It is not the spirit of acquiescence or of
resignation, but rather dauntless triumphant af-
firmation. Her poems of the Christ-child have
something of the exaltation of Christina Rossetti;
for to her mind the road to victory lies through the
gate of Humility. Here is a typical illustration:

THE HEART’S LOW DOOR

O Earth, I will have none of thee.
Alien to me the lonely plain,

And the rough passion of the sea
Storms my unheeding heart in vain.

The petulance of rain and wind,
The haughty mountains’ superb scorn,
Are but slight things I've flung behind,
Old garments that I have out-worn.

Bare of the grudging grass, and bare
Of the tall forest’s careless shade,
Deserter from thee, Earth, I dare
See all thy phantom brightness fade.

And, darkening to the sun, I go
To enter by the heart’s low door,
And find where Love’s red embers glow
A home, who ne’er had home before.
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Pity for me and you, John-John,
I could not bgar.

Oh, you’re my husband right enough,
But what’s the good of that?

You know you never were the stuff
To be the cottage cat,

To watch the fire and hear me lock
The door and put out Shep—

But there now, it is six o’clock
And time for you to step.

God bless and keep you far, John-John!

, And that’s my prayer.

Joseph Campbell, most of whose work has been
published under the Irish name Seosamh Mac-
cathmhaoil, writes both regular and free verse.
He is close to the soil, and speaks the thoughts of
the peasants, articulating their pleasures, their
pains, and their superstitions. No deadness of
conventionality dulls the edge of his art—he is an
original man. His fancy is bold, and he makes
no attempt to repress it. Perhaps his most strik-
ing poem is I am the Gilly of Christ—strange that
its reverence has been mistaken for sacrilege!
And in the little song, Go, Ploughman, Plough, one
tastes the joy of muscle, the revelation of the up-
turned earth, and the promise of beauty in
fruition.

Go, ploughman, plough

The mearing lands,

The meadow lands:

The mountain lands:

All life is bare

Beneath your share,

All love is in your lusty hands.
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ness of the term ‘¢ Advance of English Poetry’’ for
my survey of the modern field as a whole, there is
no doubt that it applies fittingly to Ireland. The
last twenty-five years have seen an awakening of
poetic activity in that island unlike anything
known there before; and Dublin has become one
of the literary centres of the world. When a new
movement produces three men of genius, and a
long list of poets of distinction, it should be recog-
nized with respect for its ach1evement and with
faith in its future.
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But in the last decade of the last century, poets
other than migratory, poets who were winter resi-
dents, were sufficiently uncommon. Indeed the
courage required to call oneself a poet was con-
siderable.

Of the old leaders, Whitman, Whittier, and
Holmes lived into the eighteen-nineties ; and when,
in 1894, the last leaf left the tree, we could not
help wondering what the next Maytime would
bring forth. Had William Vaughn Moody lived
longer, it is probable that America would have had
another major poet. He wrote verse to please
himself, and plays in order that he might write
more verse; but at the dawning of a great career,
the veto of death ended both. As it is, much of his
work will abide.

Indiana has the honour of his birth. He was
born at Spencer, on the eighth of July, 1869. He
was graduated at Harvard, and after teaching
there, he became a member of the English Depart-
ment of the University of Chicago. He died at
Colorado Springs, on the seventeenth of October,
1910.

The quality of high seriousness, so dear to
Matthew Arnold, was characteristic of everything
that Mr. Moody gave to the public. At his best,
there is a noble dignity, a pure serenity in his
work, which make for immortality. This dignity
is never assumed; it is not worn like an academic
robe; it is an integral part of the poetry. An Ode
in Time of Hesitation has already become a classic,
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of feeling, in living language, and in melody they
reach distinction. '

A wall, a wall around my garden rear,

And hedge me in from the disconsolate hills;
Give me but one of all the mountain rills,
Enough of ocean in its voice I hear.

Come no profane insatiate mortal near

With the contagion of his passionate ills;
The smoke of battle all the valley fills,

Let the eternal sunlight greet me here.

This spot is sacred to the deeper soul

And to the pietly that moeks no more.

In nature’s inmost heart is no uproar,

None in this shrine; in peace the heavens roll,
In peace the slow tides pulse from shore to shore,
And ancient quiet broods from pole to pole.

O world, thou choosest not the better part!
It is not wisdom to be only wise,

And on the inward vision close the eyes,
But it is wisdom to believe the heart.
Columbus found a world, and had no chart,
Save one that faith deciphered in the skies;
To trust the soul’s invincible surmise

Was all his science and his only art.

Our knowledge is a torch of smoky pine
That lights the pathway but one step ahead
Across a void of mystery and dread.

Bid, then, the tender light of faith to shine
By which alone the mortal heart is led

Unto the thinking of the thought divine.

ON A VOLUME OF SCHOLASTIC
PHILOSOPHY

What chilly cloister or what lattice dim

Cast painted light upon this careful page?
‘What thought compulsive held the patient sage
Till sound of matin bell or evening hymn?
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his life will, under the flashlight of inspiration,
reveal deep places by a few words formed into
some phrase that burns its way into literature.
This is the case with Edwin Markham (born 1852)
who has produced many books, but seems destined
to be remembered for The Man With the Hoe
(1899). His other works are by no means negligi-
ble, but that one poem made the whole world kin.

To a certain extent, the same may be said of Ella
‘Wheeler Wilcox (born 1855). In spite of an ex-
cess of sentimentality, which is her besetting sin,
she has written much excellent verse. Two say-
ings, however, will be remembered long after many
of her contemporaries are forgotten:

Laugh a.nd the world laughs with you,
‘Weep, and you weep alone.

Furthermore, in these days of world-tragedy,
we all owe her a debt of gratitude for being the
author of the phrase written many years ago:

No question is ever settled
Until it is settled right.

The legitimate successor to James Whitcomb
Riley is Edmund Vance Cooke (born 1866). He
has the same philosophy of cheerful kindliness,
founded on a shrewd knowledge of human nature.
Verse is his mother tongue; and occasionally he
rises above fluency and ingenuity into the pure air
of imagination.

Among America’s living veterans should be
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A thousand times by night
The Syrian hosts have died;

A thousand times the vanquished right
Hath risen, glorified.

A

The truth by wise men sought
‘Was spoken by a child;

The alabaster box was brought
In trembling hands defiled.

Not from the torch, the gleam,
But from the stars above:

Not from my heart, life’s crystal stream,
But from the depths of love.

George E. Woodberry (born 1855), graduate of
Harvard, a scholar, literary biographer, and critic
of high standing, has been eminent among con-
temporary American poets since the -year 1890,
when appeared his book of verse, The North Shore
Watch. In1917 an interesting and valuable Study
of his poetry appeared, written by Louis V.
Ledoux, and accompanied by a carefully minute
bibliography. I do not mean to say anything un-
pleasant about Mr. Woodberry or the public, when
I say that his poetry is too fine for popularity. It
is not the raw material of poetry, like that of Carl
Sandburg, yet it is not exactly the finished produect
that passes by the common name. It is rather the
essence of poetry, the spirit of poetry, a clear
flame—almost impalpable. ‘‘You may not be
worthy to smoke the Arcadia mixture,’’ well—we
may not be worthy to read all that Mr. Woodberry
writes. And I am convinced that it is not his
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one critic has observed that these dry sketches are
in a way forerunners of the Spoon River An-
thology.

The next book, Captain Craig, rather disap-
pointed the eager expectations of the poet’s ad-
mirers; like Carlyle’s Frederick, the man finally
turns out to be not anywhere near worth the intel-
lectual energy expended on him. Yet this volume
contained what is on the whole, Mr. Robinson’s
masterpiece—Isaac and Archibald. We are given
a striking picture of these old men, and I suppose
one reason why we recognize the merit of this
poem so much more clearly than we did sixteen
years ago, is because this particular kind of char-
acter-analysis was not in demand at that time.

The figure of the man against the sky, which
gives the name to the work published in 1916, does
not appear, strictly speaking, till the end of the
book. - Yet in reality the first poem, Flammonde,
is the man against the sky-line, who looms up
biggest of all in his town as we look back. This
fable teaches us to appreciate the unappreciated.

Mr. Robinson’s latest volume, Merlin, may
safely be neglected by students of his work. It
adds nothing to his reputation, and seems unchar-
acteristic. I can find little in it except diluted
Tennyson, and it won’t do to dilute Tennyson.
One might almost as well try to polish him. It
is of course possible that Mr. Robinson wished to
try something in a romantic vein; but it is not his
vein. He excels in the clear presentment of char-
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acter; in pith; in- sharp outline; in solid, mas-
ouline effort; his voice 13 baritone rather than
tenor. .
To me his poetry is valaable for its moral
stimulus; for its unadorned honesty and sincer-
1ty, for 1ts clear rather than warm singing. He
-i8 an excellent draughtsman; everything that he
has done has beauty of line; anything pretentious
is to him abhorrent. He is more map-maker than
painter. He is of course more than a maker of
maps. He'has drawn many an intricate and ac-
curate chart of the deeps and ghallows of the
human soul.

\
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Lindsay’s claim to the title of Poet may be settled
at once by witnessing the transformation of a
filthy rumhole into a sunlit forest. As Edmond
Rostand looked at a dunghill, and saw the vision
of Chantecler, so Vachel Lindsay looked at some
drunken niggers and saw the vision of the Congo.

Fat black bucks in a wine-barrel room,
Barrel-house kings, with feet unstable,

Sagged and reeled and pounded on the table,
Pounded on the table,

Beat an empty barrel with the handle of a broom,
Hard as they were able,

Boom, boom, Boom,

With a silk umbrella and the handle of a broom,
Boomlay, boomlay, boomlay, BooMm.

THEN I had religion, THEN I had a vision,

I could not turn from their revel in derision.
THEN I saw THE CONGO, CREEPING THROUGH THE BLACK,
CUTTING THROUGH THE FOREST WITH A GOLDEN TRACK.
Then along that river bank

A thousand miles

Tattooed cannibals danced in files;

Then I heard the boom of the blood-lust song

And a thigh-bone beating on a tm-pan gong.

A negro fa.lryland swung into view,

A minstrel river

‘Where dreams come true.

The ebony palace soared on high

Through the blossoming trees to the evening sky.
The inlaid porches and casements shone

With gold and ivory and elephant-bone. . . .

Just then from the doorway, as fat as shotes,
Came the cake-walk princes in their long red coats,
Canes with a brilliant lacquer shine,

And tall silk hats that were red as wine.

And they pranced with their butterfly partners there,
Coal-black maidens with' pearls in their hair,
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after all, from the seat of the scornful, like a
metropolitan reporter at a Gospel tent; Mr. Lind-
say’s poem is written from the inside, from the
very heart of the mystery. It is interpretation,
not description. ‘‘Booth was blind,’”’ says Mr.
Lindsay; ‘‘all reformers are blind.’”” One must
in turn be blind to many obvious things, blind to
ridicule, blind to ecriticism, blind to the wisdom
of this world, if one would understand a phenom-
enon like General Booth.

Booth led boldly with his big bass drum—
(Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?)
The Saints smiled gravely and they said: “He’s come.”
(Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?) . . ..
Walking lepers followed, rank on rank,
Lurching bravoes from the ditches dank,
Drabs from the alleyways and drug fiends pale—
Minds still passion-ridden, soul-powers frail :—
Vermin-eaten saints with mouldy breath,
Unwashed legions with the ways of Death—
(Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?) .. ..
And when Booth halted by the curb for prayer

" He saw his Master thro’ the flag-filled air.
Christ came gently with a robe and crown .
For Booth the soldier, while the throng knelt down.
He saw King Jesus. They were face to face,
And he knelt a-weeping in that holy place.
(Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?)

Dante and Milton were more successful in mak- -
ing pictures of hell than of heaven—no one has:
ever made a common conception of heaven more
permanently vivid than in this poem.

See how amid the welter of crowds and the
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artificial city of Buffalo and the eternal fresh
beauty of Niagara is like Bunyan’s vision of the
man busy with the muck-rake while over his head
stood an angel with a golden crown. .

T Within the town of Buffalo
Are prosy men with leaden eyes.
Like ants they worry to and fro,
(Important men, in Buffalo).
But only twenty miles away
A deathless glory is at play:
Niagara, Niagara. . . . ‘

Above the town a tiny bird,

A shining speck at sleepy dawn,
Forgets the ant-hill so absurd,

This self-important Buffalo.
Descending twenty miles away

He bathes his wings at break of day—
Niagara, Niagara.

True poet that he is, Vachel Lindsay loves to
show the contrast between transient noises that
tear the atmosphere to shreds and the -eternal
beauty of unpretentious melody. After the thun-
der and the lightning comes the still, small voice.
Who ever before thought of comparing the roar
of the swiftly passing motor-cars with the sweet
singing of the stationary bird? Was there ever
in a musical composition a more startling change
from fortissimo to pianissimo?

- Listen to the iron-horns, ripping, racking,
Listen to the quack-horns, slack and clacking.
Way down the road, trilling like a toad,
Here comes the dice-horn, here comes the vice-horn,
Here comes the snarl-horn, brawl-horn, lewd-horn,
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ways be impressive. But the blunders of an or-
iginal man are sometimes more fruitful than the
correctness of a copyist. Furthermore, blunders
sometimes make for wisdom and truth. Let us
not forget Vachel Lindsay’s poem on Columbus:

‘Would that we had the fortunes of Columbus,
Sailing his caravels a trackless way,

He found a Universe—he sought Cathay.

God give such dawns as when, his venture o’er,
The Sailor looked upon San Salvador.

God lead us past the setting of the sun

To wizard islands, of august surprise;

God make our blunders wise.

COLD PASTORAL!

The difference between Vachel Lindsay and
Robert Frost is the difference between a drum-
major and a botanist. The former marches gaily
at the head of his big band, looking up and around
at the crowd; the latter ﬁnds it sweet

with unuplifted eyes
To pace the ground, if path be there or none.

Robert Frost, the poet of New England, was
born at San Francisco, and published his first vol-
ume in London. Midway between these two cities
lies the enchanted ground of his verse; for he be-
longs to New England as wholly as Whittier, as
truly as Mr. Lindsay belongs to Illinois. He
showed his originality so early as the twenty-sixth
of March, 1875, by being born at San Francisco;
for although I have known hundreds of happy
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man, on the occasion of a death in the family, can
sit down and eat with gusto a hearty meal. For
bodily appetite, which is the first thing to leave
a woman, is the last to leave a man; and when
it has left every other part of his frame, it some--
times has a repulsive survival in his eyes. The
only bridge that can really cross this fathomless
chasm between man and woman is the bridge of
love.

The dramatic quality of Swow is suspense. The
object through which the suspense is conveyed to
the reader is the telephone, employed with such
tragic effect at the Grand Guignol. Mr. Frost’s
art in colloquial speech has never appeared to
better advantage than here, and what a wave of
relief when the voice of Meserve is heard! It is
like a resurrection.

In order fully to appreciate a poem like Mend-
ing Wall, one should hear Mr. Frost read it. He
reads it with such interpretative skill, with subtle
hesitations and pauses for apparent reflection,
that the poem grows before the audience even as
the wall itself. He hesitates as though he had a
word in his hands, and was thinking what would
be exactly the best place to deposit it—even as
the farmer holds a stone before adding it to the
structure. For this poem is not written, it is
built. It is built of separate words, and like the
wall it describes, it takes two to build it, the
author and the reader. When the last line is
reached, the poem is finished.
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AMY LOWELL, ANNA BRANCH, EDGAR LEE MASTERS,
LOUIS UNTERMEYER

Amy Lowell—a patrician—a radical—her education—her
years of preparation—vigour and versatility—definitions of
free verse and of poetry—Whitman’s influence—the imagists
—Patterns—her first book—her rapid improvement—sword
blades—her gift in narrative—polyphonic prose—Anna
Hempstead Branch—her dramatic power—domestic poems—
tranquil meditation—an orthodox poet—Edgar Lee Masters—
his education—Greek inspiration—a lawyer—Reedy’s Mirror
—the Anthology—power of the past—mental vigour—simi-
larity and variety—irony and sarcasm—passion for truth—
accentuation of ugliness—analysis—a masterpiece of ecynicism
—an ideal side—the dramatic monologue—defects and limita-
tions—Louis Untermeyer—his youth—the question of beauty
—three characteristics—a gust of life—Still Life—old maids
—burlesques and parodies—the newspaper humourists—F'. P.
A.—his two books—his influence on English ecomposition.

Among the many American women who are writ-
ing verse in the twentieth century, two stand out
—Amy Lowell and Anna Branch. And indeed I
can think of no woman in the history of our poetry
who has surpassed them. Both are bone-bred
New Englanders. No other resemblance occurs
to me. .

It is interesting that a cosmopolitan radical like
Amy Lowell should belong ancestrally so exclus-

ively to Massachusetts, and to so distinguished a
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With tuning up; the wood-winds made a ring

Of reedy bubbling noises, and the sting

Of sharp, red brass pierced every eardrum; patting
From muffled tympani made a dark slatting

Across the silver shimmering of flutes;

A bassoon grunted, and an oboe wailed;

The ’celli pizzicato-ed like great lutes,

And mutterings of double basses trailed

Away to silence, while loud harp-strings- hailed
Their thin, bright colours down in such a scatter
They lost themselves amid the general clatter.

Frau Altgelt, in the gallery, alone,

Felt lifted up into another world.

Before her eyes a thousand candles shone

In the great chandeliers. A maze of curled
And powdered periwigs past her eyes swirled.
She smelt the smoke of candles guttering,

And caught the scent of jewelled fans fluttering.

Her most ambitious attempt in polyphonic prose '
is Guns as Keys: and the Great Gate Swings, *
whereof the title is like a trumpet fanfare. The
thing itself is a combination of a moving picture
and a calliope. Written with immense gusto, full
of comedy and tragedy, it certainly is not lacking
in vitality; but judged as poetry, I regard it as °
inferior to her verse romances and lyrics.

Rhythmical prose is as old as the Old Testa-
ment; the best modern rhythmical prose that I .
have seen is found in the earlier plays of Maurice
Maeterlinck, written a quarter of a century ago.
It is unnecessary to enquire whether those dramas
are poetry or not; for although nearly all his work
is in the printed form of prose, the author is
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for no mirror is permitted; but she sees one day
the reflection of its beauty in the hungry eyes of a

- priest.

Long years I dwelt in that dark hall,
There was no mirror on the wall,
I never saw my face at all,
(Hail Mary.)
In a great peace they kept me there,
A straight white robe they had me wear,
And the white bands about my hair.
I did not know that I was fair.
(Hail Mary.) . ..
The sweet chill fragrance of the snow,
More fine than lilies all aglow
Breathed around—he saw me so,
In garments spun of fire and snow.
(Holy Mother, pray for us.)
His hands were on my face and hair,
His high, stern eyes that would forswear
All earthly beauty, saw me there.
Oh, then I knew that I was fair!
(Mary, intercede for us.) . ..
Then I raised up to God my prayer,
I swept its strong and circling air,
Betwixt me and the great despair.
(Sweet Mary, pray for us.)
But when before the sacred shrine
I knelt to kiss the cross benign,
Mary, I thought his lips touched mine.
(Ave Maria, Ora Pro Nobis.)

Although some of her poems have an intensity al-
most terrible, Anna Branch has written house-
hold lyrics as beautiful in their uncrowded sim-
plicity as an eighteenth century room. The
Songs for My Mother, celebrating her clothes, her
hands, her words, her stories breathe the un-
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CHAPTER X
SARA TEASDALE, ALAN SEEGER, AND OTHERS

Sara Teasdale—her poems of love—her youth—her finished
art—Fannie Stearns Davis—her thoughtful verse—Theodosia
Garrison—her war poem—war poetry of Mary Carolyn Davies
—Harriet Monroe—her services—her original work—Alice
Corbin—her philosophy—Sarah Cleghorn—poet of the coun-
try village—Jessie B. Rittenhouse—critic and poet—Margaret
‘Widdemer—poet of the factories—Carl Sandburg—poet of
Chicago—his career—his defects—J. C. Underwood—poet of -
city noises—T. S. Eliot—J. G. Neihardt—Ilove poems—C. W.
Stork—Contemporary Verse—M. L. Fisher—The Sonnet—S.
Middleton—J. P. Bishop—W. A. Bradley—nature poems—W.
Griffith—City Pastorals—Jobn Erskine—W. E. Leonard—W.
T. Whitsett—Helen Hay Whitney—Corinne Roosevelt Robin-
son—M. Nicholson—his left hand—Witter Bynner—a country
poet—H. Hagedorn—Percy Mackaye—his theories—his possi-
bilities—J. G. Fletcher—monotony of free verse—Conrad
Aiken—his gift of melody—W. A. Percy—the best American
poem of 1917—Alan Seeger—an Elizabethan—an inspired
poet.

Sara Teasdale (Mrs. Filsinger) was born at St.
Louis (pronounced Lewis), on the eighth of
August, 1884. Her first book appeared when she
was twenty-three, and made an impression. In
1911 she published Helen of Troy, and Other
Poems; in 1915 a volume of original lyrics
called Rivers to the Sea; some of these were re-

printed, together with new material, in Love
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Although she gives us many beautiful pictures
of nature, she is primarily a poet of love. White-
hot passion without a trace of anything common
or unclean ; absolute surrender; whole-hearted de-
votion expressed in pure singing. Nothing is
finer than this—to realize that the primal impulse
is as strong as in the breast of a cave-woman, yet
illumined by clear, high intelligence, and pouring
out its feeling in a voice of gracious charm.

PITY

They never saw my lover’s face,
" They only know our love was brief,
Wearing awhile a windy grace
And passing like an autumn leaf.

They wonder why I do not weep,
They think it strange that I can sing,
They say, “Her love was scarcely deep
Since it has left so slight a sting.”

They never saw my love nor knew
That in my heart’s most secret place
I pity them as angels do
Men who have never seen God’s face.

A PRAYER

Until I lose my soul and lie

" Blind to the beauty of the earth,

Deaf tho’ a lyric wind goes by,
Dumb in a storm of mirth;

Until my heart is quenched at length
And I have left the land of men,

Oh, let me love with all my strength
Careless if I am loved again.
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by her friend, Dorothy Canfield, called Hillsboro
People. In 1917 she published a book of verses,
Portraits and Protests, where the portraits are
better than the protests. No one has more truly
‘or more sympathetically expressed the spirit of
George Herbert’s poetry than Miss Cleghorn has
given it with a handful of words, in the lyric In
Bemerton Church. But she is above all a coun- .
try mouse and a country muse; she knows her -
Vermont neighbours to the skin and bone, and
brings out artistically the austere sweetness of
their daily lives. I think I like best of all her
work the poem

A SAINT'S HOURS

In the still eold before the sun,
Her matins Her brothers and her sisters small
She woke, and washed and dressed each one.

And through the morning hours all
Prime Singing above her broom she stood
And swept the house from hall to hall.

. Then out she ran with tidings good,
Tierce Across the field and down the lane,
To share them with the neighbourhood.

Four miles she walked, and home again,
Sexts To sit through half the afternoon
And hear a feeble crone complain.

But when she saw the frosty moon
Nones And lakes of shadow on the hill, -
Her maiden dreams grew bright as noon.
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And drive their trains across the sky; a higher task is left to
me.

I bridge the void ’twixt soul and soul; I bring the longing
lovers near. '

I draw you to your spirit’s goal. I serve the ends of fraud
and fear.

The older fates sat in the sun. The cords they spun were
short and slight.

I set my stitches one by one, where life electric fetters night,

Till it outstrips the planet’s speed, and out of darkness leaps
to day;

And men in Maine shall hear and heed a voice from San
Francisco Bay.

There is such a display of cynical cleverness in
the verse of T. S. Eliot that I think he might be
able to write almost anything except poetry. He
has an aggressive champion in the distinguished
novelist, May Sinclair, who says his best work is
equal to the best of Robert Browning.

John G. Neihardt was born in Illinois on the
eighth of January, 1881. From 1901 to 1907 he
lived among the Nebraska Indians, studying their
folklore and characteristics. He has published a
number of books, of which the best is perhaps 4
Bundle of Myrrh, 1907. In 1915 he produced an
epic of the American Fur Trade, preparing him-
self for the task as follows: ¢‘I descended the
Missouri in an open boat, and also ascended the .
Yellowstone for a considerable distance. On the
upper river the country was practically un-
changed; and for one familiar with what had
taken place there, it was no difficult feat of the
imagination to revive the details of that time—
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serve Corps, who studied the art of verse under
the instruction of Alfred Noyes, published in 1917
a little book of original poems, with the modest
title, Green Fruit. These were mostly written
during his last undergraduate year at college, and
would not perhaps have been printed now had he
not entered the service. The subjects range from
the Princeton Inn to Italy. Mr. Bishop is a clear-
voiced singer, and there are original songs here,
which owe nothing to other poets. Such a poem
as Mushrooms is convincing proof of ability; and
there is an excellent spirit in him.

William Aspenwall Bradley was born at Hart-
ford, Connecticut, on the eighth of February, 1878.
He was a special student at Harvard, and took his
bachelor’s and master’s degrees at Columbia. He
is now in the Government War Service. He wrote
an admirable Life of Bryant in the English Men of
Letters series, and has made many scholarly con-
tributions to the literature of criticism. He has
issued two volumes of original verse, of which per-
haps the better known is Old Christmas, 1917.
This is composed of tales of the Cumberland
region in Kentucky. These poem-stories are not -
only full of dramatic power, comic and tragic, but
they contain striking portraits. I think, however,
that I like best Mr. Bradley’s nature-pictures.
The pleasure of recognition will be felt by every-
one who reads the first few lines of
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tures of the country that the men bring back to the
smoky city from their travels.

Occultly through a riven cloud
The ancient river shines again,

Still wandering like a silver road
Among the cities in the plain.

On far horizons softly lean
The hills against the coming night;
And mantled with a russet green,
The orchards gather into sight.

Through apples hanging high and low,
In ruddy eolours, deeply spread

From core to rind, the sun melts slow,
With gold upecaught against the red.

And here and there, with sighs and calls,
Among the hills an echo rings
Remotely as the water falls
And down the meadow softly sings.

A wind goes by; the air is stirred
With secret whispers far and near;
Another token—just a word
Had made the rose’s meaning clear.

I see the fields; I catch the scent
Of pine cones and the fresh split wood,
‘Where bearded moss and stains are blent
With autumn rains—and all is good.

An air, arising, turns and lifts
The fallen leaves where they had lain
Beneath the trees, then weakly shifts-
And slowly settles back again.

While with far shouts, now homeward bound,
» Across the flelds the reapers go;
And, with the darkness closing round,
The lilies of the twilight blow.






























WILLIAM GRIFFITHS 299.

tures of the country that the men bring back to the
smoky city from their travels.

Occultly through a riven cloud
The ancient river shines again,

Still wandering like a silver road
Among the cities in the plain.

On far horizons softly lean
The hills against the coming night;
And mantled with a russet green,
The orchards gather into sight.

Through apples hanging high and low,
In ruddy colours, deeply spread

From core to rind, the sun melts slow,
With gold upcaught against the red.

And here and there, with sighs and calls,
Among the hills an echo rings
Remotely as the water falls
And down the meadow softly sings.

A wind goes by; the air is stirred
With secret whispers far and near;
Another token—just a word
Had made the rose’s meaning clear.

I see the fields; I catch the scent
Of pine cones and the fresh split wood,
Where bearded moss and stains are blent
With autumn rains—and all is good.

An air, arising, turns and lifts
The fallen leaves where they had lain
Beneath the trees, then weakly shifts
And slowly settles back again.

While with far shouts, now homeward bound,
+ Across the fields the reapers go;
And, with the darkness closing round,
The lilies of the twilight blow.
























CONRAD AIKEN 307

I wish that Mr. Fle{cher would use his remark-
able power to create gorgeous imagery in the
production of orthodox forms of verse. Free
verse ought to be less monotonous than constantly
repeated sonnets, quatrains, and stanza-forms;
but the fact is just the other way. A volume
made up entirely of free verse, unless written by
a man of genius, has a capacity to bore the reader
that at times seems almost criminal.

Conrad Aiken was born at Savannah, Georgia,
on the fifth of August, 1889, is a graduate of Har-
vard and lives in Boston. He has published sev-
eral volumes of poems, among which Earth Tri-
umphant (1914) is representative of his ability
and philosophy. It certainly represents his abil-
ity more fairly than The Jig of Forslin (1916),
which is both pretentious and dull. I suspect few
persons have read every page of it. I have.

Not yet thirty, Mr. Aiken is widely known; but
the duration of his fame will depend upon his
future work. He has thus far shown the power to
write melodious music, to paint nature pictures
in warm colours; he is ever on the quest of Beauty.
His sensible preface to Earth Triumphant calls
attention to certain similarities between his style
in verse-narrative and that of John Masefield.
But he is not a copier, and his work is his own.
Some poets are on the earth; some are in the air;
gsome, like Shelley, are in the aether. Conrad
Aiken is firmly, gladly on the earth. He believes
that our only paradise is here and now.
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the New York Bar in 1870, but in 1871 became an
Instructor in English Literature at Yale, teach-
ing continuously for forty-five years, when he
retired. He has written—at too rare intervals—
all his life. His book of short stories, conthining
A Suburban Pastoral and Split Zephyr, the last-
named being, according to Meredith Nicholson,
the best story of college life ever printed, would
possibly have attracted more general attention
were it not for its prevailing tone of quiet, unob-
trusive pessimism, an unwelcome note in America.
I am as sure of the high quality of 4 Suburban
Pastoral as 1 am sure of anything; and have never
found a critic who, after reading the tale, dis-
agreed with me. In 1885 Professor Beers pub-
lished a little volume of poems, The Thankless
Muse; and in 1917 he collected in a thin book The
Two Twilights, the best of his youthful and ma-
ture poetic production. The variety of expres-
sion is so great that no two poems are in the same
mood. In Love, Death, and Life we have one of
the most passionate love-poems in American lit-
erature; in The Pasture Bars the valediction has
the soft, pure tone of a silver bell.

Professor Beers has both vigour and grace.
His fastidious taste permits him to write little,
and to print only a small part of what he writes.
But the force of his poetic langnage is so extraor-
dinary that it has sometimes led to a complete and
unfortunate misinterpretation of his work. In
The Dying Pantheist to the Priest, he wrote a
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Hemlock and pine,
Far toward the morning lie
Under a bluer sky,

Lifted by cliffs as high,

Haunts that are mine.

Marshes of Hackensack,
See, I am going back
Where the Quinnipiae
Winds to the bay,
Down its long meadow track,
Piled in the myriad stack,
Where in wide bivouae
Camps the salt hay.

. Spire of old Trinity,
Never again to be
Seamark and goal to me
As I walk down;
Chimes on the upper air,
Calling in vain to prayer,
Squandering your music where
Roars the black town:

Bless me once ere I ride

Off to God’s countryside,

Where in the treetops hide
Belfry and bell;

Tongues of the steeple towers,

Telling the slow-paced hours—

Hail, thou still town of ours—
Bedlam, farewell !

Those who are familiar with Professor Beers’s
humour, as expressed in The Ways of Yale, will
wish that he had preserved also in this later book
some of his whimsicalities, as in the poem A Fish
Story, which begins:
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Philistine, but which awakens an instant and
accurate vibration in the heart of every lover of

poetry.

O singing heart, think not of aught save song;
Beauty can do no wrong.
Let but th’ inviolable music shake
Golden on golden flake,
Down to the human throng,
And one, one surely, will look up, and hear and wake.

Weigh not the rapture; measure not nor sift
God’s dark, delirious gift;
But deaf to immortality or gain,
Give as the shining rain,
Thy .music pure and swift,
And here or there, sometime, somewhere, ’twill reach the grain.

There is a wide range of subjects in this volume,
Greek, mediaeval, and modern—inspiration from,
-books and inspiration from outdoors. But there
is not a single poem that could be called crude or
flat. Mr. Percy is a poet and an artist; he can
be ornate and he can be severe; but in both
phases there is a dignity not always characteristic
of contemporary verse. I do not prophesy—but
I feel certain of this man.

One day in 1917, I clipped a nameless poem
from a daily newspaper, and carried it in my
pocketbook for months. Later I discovered that
it was written by Mr. Percy, and had first ap-
peared in The Bellman. I know of no poem by
any American published in the year 1917 that for
combined beauty of thought and beauty of expres-
sion is superior to this little masterpiece.
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And, sleeping in her sacred earth,
The ever-living dead

On the dark miracle of birth
Their holy influence shed. . . .

So, in the faith our fathers kept,
We live, and long to die;

To sleep forever, as they have slept,
Under a sunlit sky;

Close-folded to our mother’s heart
To find our souls’ release—

A secret coeternal part
Of her eternal peace;—

Where Hood, Saint Helen’s and Rainier,
In vestal raiment, keep

Inviolate through the varying year
Their immemorial sleep;

Or where the meadow-lark, in coy
But calm profusion, pours

The liquid fragments of his joy
On old colonial shores.

Professor Edward B. Reed, B.A. 1894, pub-
lished in 1913 a tiny volume of academic verse,
called Lyra Yalensis. This contains happily hu-
morous comment on college life and college cus-
toms, and as the entire edition was almost imme-
diately sold, the book has already become some-
thing of a rarity. In 1917, he collected the best of
his more ambitious work in Sea Moods, of which
one of the most impressive is

THE DAWN

He shook his head as he turned away—
“Is it life or death?’ “We shall know by day.”
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World that God Destroyed exhibits an epic sweep
of the imagination. He imagines a world far off
in space, where every form of life has perished
save rank vegetation. One day in their wander-
ings over the universe, Lucifer and Michael meet
on this dead ball. A truce is declared and each
expresses some of the wisdom bought by experi-
ence.

The upas dripped its poison on the ground
Harmless; the silvery veil of fog went up
From mouldering fen and cold, malarial pool,
But brought no taint and threatened ill to none.
Far off adown the mountain’s craggy side
From time to time the avalanche thundered, sounding
Like sport of giant children, and the rocks
‘Whereon it smote re-echoed innocently.
Then in a pause of silence Lucifer
Struck music from the harp again and sang.

“T am the shadow that the sunbeams bring,
I am the thorn from which the roses spring;
Without the thorn would be no blossoming,
Nor were there shadow if there were no gleam.
I am a leaf before a wind that blows,
I am the foam that down the current goes;
I work a work on earth that no man knows,
And God works too,—I am not what I seem.,

“There comes a purer morn whose stainless glow

Shall cast no shadow on the ground below,

And fairer flowers without the thorn shall blow,
And earth at last fulfil her parent’s dream.

Oh race of men who sin and know not why,

I am as you and you are even as I;

‘We all shall die at length and gladly die;
Yet even our deaths shall be not what they seem.”
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Some of his best work, however, appears in
short pieces that might best be described as
lyrics of the farm, or, to use a title discarded by
Tennyson, Idylls of the Hearth. Mr. Pierce
knows the lonely farm-houses of New England,
both by inheritance and habitation, and is a true
interpreter of the spirit of rural life.

One of the best-known of the group of Yale
poets is Brian Hooker, who was graduated from
Yale in 1902, and for some years was a member
of the Faculty. His Poems (1915) are an im-
portant addition to contemporary literature. He
is a master of the sonnet-form, as any one may
see for himself in reading

GHOSTS

The dead return to us continually;
Not at the void of night, as fables feign,
In some lone spot where murdered bones have lain
Wailing for vengeance to the passer-by;
But in the merry clamour and full ery
Of the brave noon, our dead whom we have slain
And in forgotten graves hidden in vain,
Rise up and stand beside us terribly.

Sick with the beauty of their dear decay
We conjure them with laughters onerous
And drunkenness of labour; yet not thus

May we absolve ourselves of yesterday—

‘We cannot put those-clinging arms away,
Nor those glad faces yearning over us.

Mr. Hooker also includes in this volume a num-
ber of Turns, which he describes as ‘‘a new fixed
form: Seven lines, in any rhythm, isometric and
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mandment (1916) and his play Excuse Me (1911)
are among his most successful productions. His
works in prose fiction are conscientiously realistic
and the finest of them are accurate chronicles of
metropolitan life; while his short stories, Iz a
Lattle Town (1917) are, like those of William
Allen White, truthful both in their representation
of village manners in the West, and in their recog-
nition of spiritual values. In view of the ‘‘up-
to-dateness’’ of Mr. Hughes’s novels, it is rather
curious that his one long poem Gyges’ Ring
(1901), which was written during his student days
at Yale, should be founded on Greek legend. Yet
Mr. Hughes has been a student of Greek all his
life, and has made many translations from the
original. I do not care much for Gyges’ Ring; it
is hammered out rather than created. But some
of the author’s short poems, to which he has often
composed his own musical accompaniment, I find
full of charm. Best of all, T think, is the imagi-
native and delightful

'"WITH A FIRST READER

Dear little child, this little book
Is less a primer than a key
' To sunder gates where wonder waits
Your “Open Sesame!”

These tiny syllables look large; .
They’ll fret your wide, bewildered eyes;
But “Is the cat upon the mat?”’
Is passport to the skies.
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There is a land uncharted of meadows and shimmering moun-
tains, : )

Stiller than moonlight silence brooding and wan,

The land of long-wandering music and dead unmelodious
fountains

Of singing that rose in the dreams of them that are gone.

That rose in the dreams of the dead and that rise in the dreams -
of the living,

Fleeting, bodiless songs that passed in the night,

Winging away on the moment of wonder their cadence was

givng
Into the deeps of the valleys of stifled delight.

Richard Butler Glaenzer, B.A. 1898, whose
verses have frequently been seen in various pe-
riodicals, collected them in Beggar and King,
1917. His poems cover a wide range of thought
and feeling, but I like him best when he is most
whimsical, as in

COMPARISONS

Jupiter, lost to Vega’s realm,

Lights his lamp from the sun-ship’s helm:
Big as a thousand earths, and yet
Dimmed by the glow of a cigarette!

Mr. Glaenzer has published a number of verse
criticisms of contemporary writers, which he calls
Snapshots. These display considerable penetra-
tion; perhaps the following is fairly illustrative.

CABLE

To read your tales

Is like opening a cedar-box

Of ante-bellum days,

A box holding the crinoline and fan
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No star-lamp sifts me through the gloam,
I am the driven, wastrel foam .
On a subsiding deep.

I do not toil for love, or fame,
Or hope of high reward;
' My path too low for praise or blame, -
I struggle on, each day the same,
My panoply—a board.

Who gave me life I do not know,
Nor what that life should be,

Or why I live at all; I go,

A dead leaf shivering with snow,
Under a worn-out tree.

The lights of town are blurred with mist,
And pale with afternoon,—

Of gold they are, and amethyst:

Dull pain is creeping at my wrist. . . .
The world turns homeward soon.

A poet of national reputation is William Rose
Benét, who was graduated in 1907. Mr. Benét
came to Yale from Augusta, Georgia, and since
his graduation has been connected with the edi-
torial staff of the Century Magazine. At present
he is away in service in France, where his adven-
turous spirit is at home. He may have taken
some of his reputation with him, for he is sure to
be a favourite over there; but the fame he left
behind him is steadily growing. The very splen-
dour of romance glows in his spacious poetry; he
loves to let his imagination run riot, as might be
guessed merely by reading the names on his
books. To every one who has ever been touched

1
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Warms me like firelight jewelling old wine
In some ghost inn hung with the golden fleece !

Arthur Colton, B.A. 1890, is as quiet and reflec-
tive as Mr. Benét is strennous. Has any one ever
better expressed the heart of Chaucer’s Troilus
and Criseyde than in these few words?

A smile, of flowers, and fresh May, across

The dreamy, drifting face of old Romaree;

The same reiterate tale of love and loss

And joy that trembles in the hands of chance;
And midst his rippling lines old Geoffrey stands,
Saying, “Pray for me when the tale is done,
‘Who see no more the flowers, nor the sun.”

Mr. Colton collected many of his poems in 1907,
under the title Harps Hung Up wn Babylon. He
had moved from New Haven to New York.

Allan Updegraff, who left college before taking
his degree, a member of the class of 1907, recently
turned from verse to prose, and wrote an admir-
able novel, Second Youth. He is, however, a true
poet, and any one might be proud to be the au-
thor of

THE TIME AND THE PLACE

Will you not come? The pines are gold with evening
And breathe their old-time fragrance by the sea;
You loved so well their spicy exhalation,—

So smiled to smell it and old ocean’s piquancy;

And those weird tales of winds and waves’ relation—
Could you forget? Will you not come to me?

See, ’tis the time: the last long glea.ms are going,
The pine-spires darken, mists rise waveringly;
The gloaming brings the old familiar longing
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yrocess of opening his eyes at home. The follow-
ng poem is characteristically sincere:

: TO A NEO-PAGAN

Your praise of Nero leaves me cold:
Poems of porphyry and of gold,
Palatial poems, chill my heart.
I gaze—I wonder—I depart.
Not to Byzantium would I roam
In quest of beauty, nor Babylon;
Nor do I seek Sahara’s sun
To blind me to the hills of home.
Here am I native; here the skies
Burn not, the sea I know is grey;
Wanly the winter sunset dies.
Wanly comes day.
Yet on these hills and near this sea
Beauty has lifted eyes to me,
Unlustful eyes, clear eyes and kind;
‘While a clear voice chanted—

. “They who find
“Me not beside their doorsteps, know
“Me never, know me never, though
“Seeking, seeking me, high and low,
“Forth on the far four winds they go!”

Therefore your basalt, jade, and gems,
Your Saracenic silver, your

Nilotie gods, your diadems

To bind the brows of Queens, impure,
Perfildious, passionate, perfumed—these
Your petted, pagan stage-properties,
Seem but as toys of trifling worth.

For I have marked the naked earth
Beside my doorstep yield to the print
Of a long light foot, and flash with the glint
Of crocus-gold— '

Crocus-gold!

Crocus-gold no mill may mint
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twenty-second of July, 1898. His home is at Au-
gusta, Georgia. Before entering college, and
when he was seventeen, he published his first vol-
ume of poems, Five Men and Pompey (1915).
This was followed in 1917 by another book, The
Drug Shop. His best single production is the
Cook prize poem, The Hemp.






APPENDIX '
I Have a Rendezvous with Death

The remarkably impressive and beautiful poem
by Alan Seeger which bears the above title natur-
ally attracted universal attention. I had sup-
posed the idea originated with Stephen Crane,
who, in his novel The Red Badge of Courage,
Chapter IX, has the following paragraph:

At last they saw him stop and stand motionless. Hasten-
ing up, they perceived that his face wore an expression telling
that he had at last found the place for which he had struggled.
His spare figure was erect; his bloody hands were quietly at
his side. He was waiting with patience for something that he
had come to meet. He was at the rendezvous. They paused
and stood, expectant. -

But I am informed both by Professor F. N. Rob-
inson of Harvard and by Mr. Norreys Jephson
O’Conor that the probable source of the title of
the poem is Irish. Professor Robinson writes me,
““The Irish poem that probably suggested to
Seeger the title of his Rendezvous is the Reicne
Fothaid Canawmne (Song of Fothad Canainne),
published by Kuno Meyer in his Fianaigecht
(Dublin, 1910), pp. 1-21. Seeger read the piece
at one of my Celtic Conferences, and was much
impressed by it. He got from it only his title and
the fundamental figure of a rendezvous with

Death, the Irish poem being wholly different from
. 835
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impulse,; and that the poem I Have a Rendezvous
with Death must be classed among the literature
directly produced by the great struggle. After
four years, I should put at the head of all the im-
mense number of verses inspired by the war John
Masefield’s August 1914, Alan Seeger’s I Have a
Rendezvous with Death, and Rupert Brooke’s The
Soldier; and of all the poems written by men actu-
ally fighting, I should put Alan Seeger’s first,

‘While reading these proofs, the news comes of
the death of a promising young American poet,
Joyce Kilmer, a sergeant in our army, who fell
in France, August, 1918. He was born 6 Decem-
ber, 1866, was a graduate of Rutgers and Colum-
bia, and had published a number of poems.. His
supreme sacrifice nobly closed a life filled with

/beauty in word and deed.

-
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